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Foreword 


Jesus, hath n<T7 many lovers of IIi3 heavenly 
kingdom, but few bearers of His cross. , 

mm 

Helihdeth many companions of His table, 
but few of His abstinence. 

All desire to rejoice with Him, few are 
willing to endure anything for or with Him. 

Many follow Jesus unto the breaking of 
bread; but few * ttf the drinking of the cup 
of His passion. 

Many reverence His miracles, few "follow 

tho ignominy of His cross. 

« 

l{a*iy love Jesus so long as no adversities 
befall them* 

% ^Many praise and bless Him so long$as they 
receive any consolation from Him. 9 

But thqy who love Jesus for His dwn sake, 
and not for some specjal comfort, bless Him 
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* 

i^ # all tribulation and anguish of heart, as *WeflU 
as in the state of highest comfort. * 

Yes, although He should never be willing to 
give them comfort, they notwithstanding woufii 
ever praise Him and wish to be ahvays -giving 
thanks.” 

S. THOMAS A KEMPlS. 




CONTENTS 


CHAPTER 

t 

PAGE 

I. 

•Tsie Lojjbly Man 

1 

II. 

The Loneliness of J\L»1jnderstani>ing 

10 

••Ill 

JThe Loneliness of Prayje . 

30 

IV. 

V 

The .Loneliness of the Crowe . 

• 

44 

. V. 

The Loneliness of Glory . 

59 

VI. 

The Loneliness of Grief . 

74 

ytf- 

• 

The Loneliness of the Passion . 

89 

VIII. 

The Loneliness of the Cross . 

103 




fHE LONELINESS OF CHRIST 


CHAPTER 1 

. rnB LONBLY MAN 

Some few years ago a great many people went 
to s Go My. F. E. Benson's clever children’s 
play, The Piper, and chiefly because in the 
theme of it there occurs one of the most 
moving of scenes which, surely, few who see 
forget. The Piper in Mr. Benson’s creation 
isfiot a vindictive person as in the old German 
story, but rather a wayward strolling min- 
strel, sadly pathetic and lovable, who has the 
greatest passion for sympathy and love, and 
who steals away the hearts of the village 
children with his music because he loves 
them so. The children are very happy with 
him, t bnt the tears of the parents who have 
suffered los$ move him to restore all Tbut one- 
^fliis, one lias twined his little fingers very 
^closely round the Piper’s heart. Ft! is »a 
cripple boy ; and he is quite content with the 
Piper, who makes more of him than*any one 
did in the village, so that the Piper feels 

B 
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justified in refusing the mother’s pleading for 
h^fboy; at the cross-roacte, where she meets 
him. But he is not unmoved, and whep she 
has gong sobbing down the road, he sitfe by 
the way and tries to assure himself'that h^ 
is justified in his keeping of the cripple ; onbf 
then, very beautifully and movingly, Another 
begins to ask what the mother has been 
denied. ♦ # • 

As the Piper sits, he looks up, and sees the 
wayside crucifix cA the crossroads. Looking 
at it,, its message reaches him. Presently he 
begins to speak* and there goes fyrfTuld T 
one-sided dialogue.* • 

“ Well,” says the Piper, “ If You did suffer, 
what of that ? Why should I suffer because 
You did*? I love him ; he cheers me ; no one 
loves him as I do. I will keep him. 1 
“Why do You hang there so still? You 
seem to accuse me with ^Qtfr stillness ! Oh ! 
I know Your disciples must take up the cross 
and follow You or they cannot be . . . cannot 
be . . . Yours. But leave me this little one, 
only this little one, this* little crippled one ! 
How 1 f will love him, and how he w*H love 
me ! Leave me this little one ! ., . . 

“I|know his mother weeps, lut all of qs 
ifiust weep, and why not she? She is his 
Another ? Well, Hie has had the joy of his 

* The words tfauis follow are only in subtsianee what the 
Piper bays* in the play. 
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birth an<i she has husband and friends. But 
wtty should I along have no wife or^anfdy, 
home* or lo^ ? I will, not let him go^» this 
littlg crippled one ! He is mine ; I won him 
J^y my music, this little crippled one ! I will 
Tkok let him go. . . 

He sits f Gill, and the evening draws in, but 
he cannot remove his eyes from the crucifix. 
Then he gets up and stands beneath the 
cross.* “ Don’t! Don’t !” he cries. . . . 

Then at last it comes, the surrender. Ho 
flings his arms out. “ Ah ! ” he says, “ You, 
‘tbo, „’sre homeless, I knowf, I know. You, 
too, gave up all love, and for mo. Oh ! it is 
hard, it is hard, but You have won. He 
shall go, my little crippled boy. He shall go 
— Lonely Man.” 

•The Lonely Man ! — was there ever more 
tender title for our Lord? There is a ring 
about it that goe% straight to the heart, and 
somehow it seems so exactly to fit Him Whose 
delights were with the sons of men, but who 
yet looked for some to have pity , but there was 
no man , neither found lie any to comfort Him . 
Was there ever one among all ILs friends 
who thoroughly understood Him ? Was there 
one.of His companions who did not f^il Him 
in the moment of His need? He was ever 
in the crowd — alone; in* the house among 
His disciples — alone ; among the curious and 
the hostile more than ever alone. A Peter 
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‘reaches the very heart of faith, and# the Son 
oi Jlan cries out that here'at last is one upfon 
whorq He can build* can resfc; and, five 
minutes *later he is as Satan to Him, and* He 
alone in His endeavour once again. 'A Joh% 
seems to pass into * close intimacy ; he *i^ 
admitted to the wonder of the 1 Mount of 
Transfiguration and schooled by the example, 
of a littte child ; and tMn in a mom*ent, 
despite the “set face” which # might • have 
taught him so many filings, 4t the village of 
the Samaritans he knows not what spirit he 
is of, and Jesus* is isolated again. # OrTSVefi* 
yet more strongly, what pathos attaches to 
that last wonderful ride into Jerusalem ! 
For three years the Master has been explain- 
ing His ‘'mission ; for months He has been 
perfectly plain about the Cross ; but thlt 
day, as He rode up, waving spears would not 
have been a more complete ill&stration of mis- 
understanding than the waving palms, and 
even the Pharisees who scowled, hardly under- 
stood Him less than j;he crowd who cheered. 
Some would crown Hiii* King, for Whom 
thorns \yere already grown ; some wouH He 
should never reign over them, Hu for Whom 
the Gripes was prepared; and not a soul 
around shared His heart's secret. Lonely,, 
Conely Man ! 

The fibld for meditation on the # loneliness 
of our Lord is a very ^reat one, and it grows 
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larger tfie more cgie thinks and prays. # 
many reasons contribute to His loneliness. 
Thave is sin, of course, and betrayal ;# there' 
is misunderstanding, and eagerness that 
plunders and hurts because it is so true and 
yet ho blivrd; and even more, there is the 
great Dereliction of Calvary, A king is lonely 
on his throne, and Jesus was a King. A 
missionary is lonely far away among savage 
people, and Seftjs was a missionary. A man 
of genius is lonely because bis thoughts are 
above those of ordinary meji and he has no 
one to snare them completely with him, and 
of Jesus it was said that no man ever spoke 
*(or thought therefore) as He spoke. And 
God is lonely, not when God is God^(and the 
(Jhristian mystery of the Trinity is exactly 
the mystery of love in the Godhead), but ' 
lonely when He jfca&es our flesh and tabernacles 
amongst men. 

It may be urged, however, that it is not 
quite true to speak so of our Blessed Lord 
since He Himself said more than once that 
He was not alone* because His Father was 
with Him. This is, of course, strictly true. 
Our Lord aVSon of God enjoyed a communion 
with the Father, so intimate and hlly that 
surely it is one of those mysteries into which 
the very angels scarcely dare to probe. 
Never did* Son look into the face of Father, 
as Jesus looked, under that blue vault of 
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e^sjern sky, into the face of God. Inhere was 
never such confidence as His swift yet so con- 
fident, Father , 1 wilt . . . ; never resigned 
trust like His Father, into Thy Ijands I 
commend My Spirit. t Always, as He movegi 
about the villages and lanes of GtJilee in the 
Gospel story, we have this « sense of His 
divine companionship with Q-od borne in upon 
us. “ The works which the Father hath sent Me 
to accomplish . . . J do” ; “ This Commandment* 
received I from My Father ” ; “ My sheep shall 
never perish . . . no one is able to snatch them 
out of My Father’s Hand 11 ; “ 1 am npl alone 11 ; 
“ The Father is in Me, and I in the Father ” ; 
“ 1 and My Father are One ” ; He says. There 4 
seems little room for loneliness here. 

Yet there is another side. It is the wonder 

of our Blessed Lord that He is completely 

human though so entirely Gojl ; and it is not 

so much that He had a vision of God in life 

denied to us, as that where He had com- 
0 

panionship, we fail to find it. Speaking quite 
reverently, we might have stood by His side 
while He was wrapt in communion with the 
Father aCid have heard no voice and seen no 
sign. Why? Because, far more* ‘often than 
not, thdre was no objective voice to hear nor 
B^gn to see ; because, surely, except for a few 
instances^ marked oif by special and unique 
occurrences, the communion whiclf our Lord 
had with His Father was such as we might 
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have if had not had sin. It was not jn • 
the enjoyment of outward manifestation! so 
much as in # the power*of inward realisation, 
that He differed so from us. The Garden of 
^Gethsemane, for example, lifts the curtain for 
ii& upon oair t Lord’s times of prayer. It helps 
us to picture Him in the mountain tops of 
Galilee by night. He will be kneeling on the 
hard stone ; the wind will be all about Him 
.on the open moor ; the clouds will drive 
across* the moon in swift and utter silence as 
they ever do ; the wild things of the hillside 
will be undisturbed by any approach; but 
Jesus taks with God. 

■ This gave Him, then, the real experience 
of human loneliness. Without any prejudice 
to the freedom of His soul’s intercourse with 
&od, Jesus experienced that human loneliness * 
which is so real, to us. As man He went 
lonely among men. When His human spirit 
craved for human companionship, lie never 
found it completely, He often did not "find it 
at all. When He lifted His soul up to God, 
He passed the threshold of that other world 
because of His holiness and trutjt^ but He 
passed it -ip spirit and lie walked by faith, 
and it is hard to believe that He t did not 
sometimes long for something tangible, for 
something more. Surely half the bitterness 
of the cup when He came to drihk it was 
this, that He had to ctyink as one who trusts 
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( 

* f<jr the far end but does not yet cfcarly see 
eacji step. So it is comfort* even to the mystic, 
who comes near to that “ which* to the,, soul 
is sig!it, * but who knows what it is sometimes 
to find the Heavens brass and the doors of the* 
Sanctuary closed, not* because God is aljsefitf, 
but because it is His will to be hid, that the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus knew of that suffering 
too. Thi& is God’s way in bringing many sons 
unto glory , and He made the Author of* their 
salvation perfect ateo Jims. f?o, too, the wife 
who, with all her faith in the Fatherhood of 
God, cries out at the news of the loneliness 
an enemy bullet has sent her, may find an 
echo to her cry in the heart of our Lord ; and. 
so the mother whose eyes are never the same 
when hcf boy is gone, the man whose friend 

, is more to him than a woman can understand. 
Jesus hath borne oar grief $ and carried oar 
sorroim ; He did not shrink 'from this also. 
He was the Lonely Man. 

Now this real human experience of our 
Lord makes the appeal that it does to us 
because a certain loneliness is the share of 
every huipan being, and the lonely dayd are 
the bitterest of all that we have jio live. It 
is the slj^are of every man because every soul 
livdfc apart from others more really than we 
cafre often to admit . 4 The isolation of the soul 
is one of those terrible truths that ^e hardly 
dare look clearly in the face because of the 
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terror of*the reality of them. Of course theje « 
is the loneliness of the hour of death anS of 
the day of judgment, amd although our dear 
Lord’s loneliness at that hour too is 4o £e the 
greatest help to us, still it is not of that that 
w# sneak now. Rather it is of that terrible 

-* , V 

isolation which the most modern of all modern 
sciences helps us to visualize as never before. 

The author of a recent book on Mysticism 
.pictures each soul as shut up, as it were, in 
an iron box. Our senses are so many tele- 
phone and telegraph wires connecting us with 
the outside world, and our organs of sight 
are like some periscope above the water. 
*But far down below all these lies the secret 
thing we call the soul. It finds the wire 
system as utterly inadequate for expression 
Sometimes as a man who should have to tell - 
his love by telephone, or the fluent speaker 
who should be limited to writing. The con- 
nections, too, are often interrupted. The 
eyes of a dumb beast are pathetic in their 
eagerness to speak; how much more when 
sometimes a dumb* soul looks out at yo # u from 
the eyes of a man ! 

Some sh&re in the sense of this loneliness 
comes to us all sooner or later. Vile try to 
convince ourselves that it does not exist, like 
a lover who believes, in tire arms of his lo\*e, 
that she completely understands, or*a woman 
who thinks that mar^age will give her the 
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ctmplete sympathy of some other sotil. Love 
do€tfi much, but love cannot do all. As’S. 
Thonjas a Kempis pftts it: “ Sftme time or 
other thdu must be separated from all, whether 
thou wilt or no.” You may banish the day* 
on which you will know that no «ftne under- 
stands you; but ifc will come^ at last. You 
may try tp put off the time when you /eel 
you must do this or that, and when you will 
explain your actions to all y^ur •friends* and. 
when they will all # sajfc “ Yes,” and when they 
will all mean “ N*o ” ; but it will come. I^ig 
the dark night of the soul in its companion- 
ship with man. S. Augustine was right, and 
God has made us, not for one another, but* 
for Himself, and He is never satisfied until 
we have proved that there is no ultimate rest 
except in Him. Like Francis Thompson in 
“ The Hound of Heaven,” we flee Him down 
the nights and down the days. We try to 
make sanctuaries in friends and occupa- 
tions and thoughts, hut it is all of no use 
ultimately. Any sanctuary we can make is 
too small for the soul. The moment of its 
lonely nakedness is bound to come ; and only 
he who has made a study of th# 'loneliness 
in the rfuman life of Jesus Christ will hear * 
the voice that says— 

V Ah fondest, blindest, weakest, 

1 am He whom thou seekest I * 

Thou dravest love from fchee, who dravest Me.” 
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Buck &ords as these lead us easily to th$t 
other and truer “ dark night of the soul.” 
Thi§ # is the dark night that lies in # some 
measui$ before every soul before it cftn attain 
\Jo that real communion with God which it 
at*t2art desires. Our souls have to be dis- 
ciplined and schooled ; we have to learn to 
go on loving through misunderstanding, to 
go on struggling through pain, to go on 
hoping through, discouragement. More than 
all we have to learn to go on trusting 
though no ray of light pierce our gloom. 
It is the last great test — the test of Calvary 
to our Lord : will the soul continue faithful 
•though God hide Himself? 

To approach a subject like this is to cross 
the threshold into a mysterious room. May 
lfe that dark night, that final test, is not for * 
every man, but it. is much more likely that it 
is. True, many men seem to live without 
the consciousness of one day spent in the 
desert ; but then so many of us do not thirst 
after God as the hart tJiirsteth after the water - 
broods, though we* sing that we do. But we 
may be sure of this, that before theusoul can 
know the* true, and find the satisfaction of 
tne* Water of Life, it must so thirst. iPerhaps 
that thirsting is reserved for many till they 
pass beyond the Veil; then, as the light 
dawns rkher and fuller, they will* look, and 
looking, long. “ Letv light perpetual shine 



t 2 THfl Lf)ISr^TJNBS^ OF CHRIST 

Upon them ” we pray. On the other hand, 
thejre may be some whose 'power to thirst; is 
ultimately lost, and »the awfuKiess of the 
deeps int our Lord’s words must be for them. 
But for others, there is the longing after God 
the desire to be like Him ; the sonl athirsf for 
the living God . Of such stuff the saints w ere 
made, and it is they who teach us what to 
expect. * ? 

One of the great mystics, Suao, puts 1 it in 
this way. He say£ thg Eternal Wisdom came 

to him and said : “ Thou hast been a child 

^ « 
at the breast, a spoilt child ; now I will with- 
draw all this”; and with that Su&o passed 
into what another, Eulman Merswin, called, 
with beautiful language, “ The School of 
Suffering Love.” As Miss Evelyn Underhill 
c has pointed out, we see the whole value foV 
life of the Dark Night in that saying, for it 
means that our Lord is taking the soul one 
step further into “ an education in selfless 
constancy.” One of the happiest of saints 
gives us the key to thi^. “ Lord,” she says, 
“ since Thou hast taken from me all that I 
had of Thee, yet of Thy grace leave me the 
gift which every dog has by naty.*e, that of 
being true to Thee in my distress.” 

Two things seem to bring this about. First, * 
vefry often outside circumstances conspire to 
turn the stml back on God, as when Jthe great 
Suso was practically overwhelmed and nearly 
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driven ffom the religious life by a scandal 
‘ falsely set up against him. Secondly, 6-od 
gives, as we %o on in knowledge of Him, some 
sorfc'of vision to the soul, so that it eomes to 
see a little of the true meaning of the purity 
of *Gpd. This purity makes the soul see her 
own imperfections as if they were enormous 
sins^ and the distance between creature and 
Creator as infinite. Then, as S. Theresa 
says/ the saul that is true will only thirst 
more violently for the Jove and likeness of 
God, “for there is nothing in this world 
winch C‘vn soothe the violence of that thirst ; 
and besides, the soul would not consent to 
.quench it with any other water than that 
of which our Lord spoke to the Samaritan 
woman.” 

• All this may seem beyond the religious „ 
experience of mo$t of us, and so it probably 
is. But we cd!n share in it to a degree; 
indeed we must if w 7 e would really attain to 
that consciousness of the friendship ©f God 
which is essential to # real religion. And if 
we are to do so, there is a loneliness to be 
experienced. Friends must be left behind; 
comforts b^sed on all external things must 
be Teckoned as nothing. Whosoever %loth not 
take up the cross and follow Me, cannot he My 
disciple. We have got to* rise up and go o«t 
to meet tjie Bridegroom when the ory of His 
coming is heard in the streets. We shall 
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have to leave familiar things behind. As a 
\$o&derful verse in the mystical “ Song 1 of 
Sofigs ” puts it : Wh<pi I had a*little passed 
by tftem t then found I Him whom my • soul 


loveth. # 

So there it is. The road of life which 
stretches ahead for all of us is bcfhhd to n^ve 
miles like those on some great Scotch moor 
when the mists settle down* and the traveller 
is far from home, or such as qthers across 
some East Anglian fen wh&re there is no 
change in the dreary waste, and no sun in 
the vast of the £ky. Friends will fj^Jl aw$y # ; 
lovers wilhdie ; hopes will fail ; how Europe 
knows it in these bitter days ! And even, 
more, that little bit of the divine in the secret 
chambe* of our hearts is going to know.the 
k time when it will long for a vision too high 
to see, or crave to know a love that passeth 
knowledge. Silent hours have to be spent by 
the fire at night when the day is done and 
the world shut out and our insatiable longings 
shut fast in. Grim days have to be faced 
when the toil of life seems utterly barren, and 
the thousands of the streets more uncom- 
prehending than the stones of .the road. 
Pray erS| have yet to be prayed, please GLod,. 
that shall lift no portion of the cloud that 
hangs on our spirits, but in their very 
failure put the cup of final victory to our 
lips. 
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He is .wise who prepares for the battle 
■before it is joined, as he knows most* <Jf 
triumph wha seeks mosj of conflict. In these 
little studies we shall essay both these tilings, 
and wd“ will turn for help and guicfance to 
tha jyian of all men loneliest. 



CHAPTER 11 

THE LONELINESS OF MLSUNltE£ STANDING 

♦ 

No artist lias ever yet succeeded in painting 
successfully that one vivid scene upon which* 
the curtain lifts that Otherwise hides so com- 
pletely the mystery of our Lord's Childhocrl. 
There have been attempts, but either Jesus 
is portrayed as a boy so much in advance of 
boyhood that the human nature scarcely' 
seems to, be there at all, or else it is J;he 
Mother and the losing and the finding tha^t 
‘strikes the dominant note. Perhaps it is 
easier to paint with words, the more so as in 
this way the details which can never be sup- 
plied qan be left the more easily to the spirit 
of devotion. We see Him, then, a peasant 
boy Who has joined thb little group of those 
who cluster round the rabbis in the pillared 
porticos f>f the Temple, and Who is taking a 
part in^ that system of questioning ^nd 
answering which played so great a part in 
education until printing gave scholars their 
books. IJut there had been no such pupil 
before, just as later there was to M no such 
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teacher dJfeain. He has been at work fo» 
several days now, # and more than one qld 
mastej has Jbined the group, excited by* the 
beaufy of this boy’s imagination and? desire. 
Doubtless there were some among them to 
whcra the awakening df intelligence in a 
pupil seemed always the wonderful thing that 
it* is, men who rejoiced in that perpetual 
woncler of another understanding being 
quiekehed and quickening itself ; but in the 
eager questions of this bpy ihey marvelled at 
a spirit more eager than that in any who had 
sat to be taught by them before. And surely 
we may faiicy there were others, crabbed and 
hard old men, who found themselves stirred 
by forgotten hopes as His young voice begged 
for a knowledge which they themselves had 
oxtze longed to possess. The real desire to 
know is always lijm a keen rapier darting 
hither and thither in the sun, and may be 
His desire awoke strange memories in minds 
that had grown dull, while even so eaiiy as 
this, His words served to discern the thoughts 
and intents of the heart. 

Then came the interruption. His family 
had missed Him, and the Mother instantly 
had thought of the score of little ftoubles 
that He might be in. She came upon Him 
there, her own Son among*those strange old 
men, with # a mind full of fears as to where 
He might have slept or # what He might have 
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•eaten, and fifty other little detaKs besides. 
Tjxat is the sorrow of eVery mother, born of 
eve^y mother’s love* and care,^nd it % leaped 
instantly to her lips. Thy father and T have 
sought Thee sorrowing . The eager Child 
turned to see her.* That young mindrttfat 
had been glowing with the noSle legends of 
His people, that had been learning the swift 
joy of opening doors arid of peering into 
hidden rooms, that had J>een soaring in 
imagination God'knpws where, that had been^ 
answering with a new-found power and all 
the strange delight of instructive knowlellge, 
that mind was recalled in a mofnent to the 
carpenter’s shop and the village life. He 
must go back to the things that seemed 
important to Joseph and His Mother « how 
the weary weeks stretched ahead in that 
moment ! Even in the second of recall, the 
keen young mind flashed higher. Wist ye not 
that I must he about My Father's business ? He 
asked. “Don’t you understand that I be- 
long to another order of things from that of 
the homo and the bench f ” 

I think that in the very moment of His 
question, He learned even more than He had 
learndi through the three days that* were* 
p'ast. His Father's Business ?■ — well, and 
* where was it to be done ? Surely in the days 
of silenbe that followed ; surely ip the scant 
narrative He went dqum to Nazareth and was 
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subject untd them , the key is given to us. His* 
F atHer's business wis that for eighteen years 
He should ledtn obedienefe ; that for eighteen 
years *He should gather sticks for the fife, and 
grow horr^y-handed in the use of hammer 
and u>xe, and talk of famify affairs by the fire- 
light in the evening, and leave the wise old 
men and enchanted books of Jerusalem. For 
eighteen years ! No, of course He did not 
se,e them all jast # then, but He saw a few with 
the eyes of a boy and thpy looked as long as 
twyje eighteen. The wonder of the story is 
not that His people wist or wist not His 
Father’s business better than before, but that 
He wist, and that He went to do it. And as 
for the old men, they shook themselves 
mentally and went back to the other boys. 
Juv.it one or two perhaps, who still retained 
an old enthusiasm, allowed themselves to 
dream a little of ’the eager lad and of what 
He might have done if He had stayed with 
them; but the rest, most likely, fumbling 
with their old traditions forgot that He had 
even been there at all. His Mother went 
deepest in the long run. She kept all these 
things and pondered them in her hea^L And 
since there is no heart for pondering^ like a 
mother’s, and no Mothoi for attempting it 
like Mary, she saw deeply m the end. Thai? 
is why we sead the story to-day in the pages 
of S. Luke, 
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So, then, the first moment of Scute lone- 
liness in the life of our Lord stands revealed 
for Many are toP follow, but # perhaR8 none 
will e\^r quite eclipse this in its beauty and 
pathos. Look once more at the lad of twelve, 
as He stands there !n the dark tf §hade «rf tlie 
pillars outlined against the bright sun be- 
yond. His Mother’s voice *has brought the 
talk of the class and its 'teachers to a pause 
for a moment. It is one of fhooe moments jn 
which things seeha to stand still for a second 
or two. The rabbis are looking at Hjpi ; 
Mary and Joseph look at Him ; but there is 
not one who really shares the tcnfpest of His 
feeling. The other lads about Him are 
probably interested not at all. Mary and 
Joseph, despite the place their relationship 
to Him is one day going to give them infehe 
Courts of Heaven, are at the moment entirely 
uncomprehending too. Ye*s, and even we, as 
we look with all our after -knowledge, cannot 
shai^ fully in our Lord's mind at that 
moment. What dawning sense of mission 
had already come to Him, what suspicion of 
His true place in the world it was to be His 
to sav£ ? What far-stretching avenue of the 
years® did those boyish eyes look dowii that* 
day, or what said the voice that had un- 
c doubtedly been sounding in the house of His 
soul evfcr since He had been brpught up to 
Jerusalem? pi course we do not know, and 
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we are neter likely to do so. But it ought to 
be possible for us afl to have some sympathy 
for thg sense*of loneliness that was His Jdiat 
day, dnd to learn at least one lesson* of the 
way in which God speaks, 
r Bight in the forefront? we see this : that 
every forward step is always taken by the 
soul alone. It "seems, at first, not a little 
strange that this Should be, but in reality 
there Is nothing strange about it. We learn 
not so much by being . taught, as by the 
moments in which we make our own the 
things wc have heard. Each of those 
moments ft like a conquest to the person 
who experiences it. That is why learning is 
the great adventure. Even in secular things 
the intelligent child bears on his face the 
st^mp exactly of an explorer or of a conqueror, 
for each step advanced in knowledge carries 
with it the sense of a land but just visited, a 
mystery but just explained. For a long while 
indeed the knowledge that we shard our 
knowledge takes away the sense that we 
have gained it alon(?, but later on that sense 
deepens and deepens, until the learner is in 
very truth aAone because ahead of the Advance 
1 that now but follows him. 

Now what is true of secular knowledge is 
much more acutely true of spiritual. Eaclf 
spiritual tjuth, if it is to be knowft at all, 
must be known, not merely, as we say, “ with 



22 THE LONELINESS OF CHRIST 

ihp head,” but very definitely with the heart ; 
ai^d ae one by one suclf truths are under- 
stood, the soul haff all the £xperiejjce of 
adventfiring alone. This understanding with 
the heart is no easy thing, and hence it is 
that few set out upon the adventure, and 
fewer still continue with it. The quest of all 
spiritual* knowledge was outlined again, and 
again by our Lord when H*e said, for example, 
This kind cometh not out but by prayer and fast- 
ing , or Strive to cute* in at the strait gate , for 
straitis the gate opd narrow is the way that leadpth 
into life , and jew there be that find it. Always 
the method is the same : first, the intellectual 
effort to go as far as may be with the under- 
standing, and then the meditation and the 
prayer which carry the lagging feet of the 
soul into the hidden wonders of the Fathers 
House. The moment of initiation may be 
long to seek. Faith, which is the soul's real 
sight, is the gift of God, and no one ever 
knows exactly when He may be pleased to 
give. But when that moment comes, we 
seem to see a great light. We say npt so 
much “I know!” as “I see!” and it is 
always /iie lonely “ I ” that says if. 

Very plainly, therefore, such experience as* 
’jyas our Lord's in , the temple court that day 
is bound to come sooner or later, in some 
degree or other, to every sincere child of the 
Father who would really hear His Voice. 
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The senset of taking steps forward alone be- 
comes very soon nnore than a mere sen«e. # 
It becomes tbe reality in.a deeper and a truer 
way. *We have each about us a very sfhall 
circle, and every member of that circle looks 
oht at things at a slightly different angle 
from thai; ot ^ very other, and makes progress 
iri a direction which is not exactly that of 
any of his friends.* The home circle almost 
invariably presents such an experience even 
more acutely than any other, for we con- 
struct our other circles* out of people who 
atfraet us, by being in setae sense like, 
whereas the home circle has been constructed 
for us, and so it comes about that the indi- 
vidual soon finds himself taking 3teps out of 
the path that those around him have grown 
u\pd to following. This or that sense of 
what ought to be, .or of what is right, is not 
shared by fathe!' or mother, by brother or 
sister, by friend or lover. We come to feel 
that we have a great secret, not that we 
would not, but that we cannot share. That 
secret becomes at -length a kind of burden 
sometimes almost too heavy to bear. It may 
come in childhood or in manhood, in a few 
things or in many, for a long periocror only 
now and again. Whenever and however it 
comes, it brings the loneliness of misunder- 
standing, # and with it, as with ev#ry other 
experience in life, a chance to profit or a 
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chance to lose. It is big enough at times to 
softr a whole life, or, cxn the contrary; to 
tnflisform it into a J.oving tenderness more 
truly Christlike, perhaps, than anything^else ; 
it is small enough, at others, just to make the 
sore that irritates more than we care to admit, 
or, on the contrary again, to # give a little 
power of understanding that we cannot do 
without. In any case, therefore, we may* well 
turn to the Divine Example of the Lonely 
Man. • 

First, however, just notice how many illus- 
trations of such loneliness there ar$. One" of 
the most striking of the loneliness*of a child 
is given us in “ Father and Son,” where the 
boy, liis little soul a perfect tempest of hopes 
and feaBS, is as nearly shipwrecked as a -soul 
can be. He is trying hard, for example, ^o 
‘ find out about God, to get the vision glorious 
that it is life to strive to see,*and he tells how 
he prayed from his open window over the sea 
for a sign from God. It never came ; the boy 
has no confidant to whom he can explain all 
that he has learnt of disappointments, of 
longing and of pain; he goes out upon a 
lonely path with no light on the dark sea, nor 
star, f * 

Great religious leaders as far apart as 
Mohammed and Ignatius Loyola have all 
travelled* the same way. The Arabian 
prophet is a strange and foreign* figure to 
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us all, afld one that we associate m mud* 
witk' later mistakes and blemishes that # we 
think little df the earlier days. But he ^8 a 
moviLg figure out there on the rocky hill- 
slopes above Mecca, the waste of the desert 
Biefore him, the vast of the sky above, as he 
wrestles to ktiow more of God. And then the 
knowledge comes ; in the great words of the 
Koran : 

“ In the name pf the merciful and compas- 
sionate God. 

“ Say : * He is God alone ! 

God the Eternal ! 

Nor is there like unto Him any at 
all !’” 

But who knows or cares? His soul has 
stepped forward alone. He is thought a 
roadman, a mystic, a dreamer, and indeed 
he is alone because he has dreamed. It is the 
price, and it ha£ to be paid. 

Ignatius came to his knowledge, and to the 
burden of his loneliness, at Manresa, 4>ut he 
bore it for years among bishops’ palaces and 
in the courts of the Universities of France 
and Spain. He had the idea ; the sense of 
mission ; the vision of w 7 hat mightabe ; but 
he paid the price of the loneliness? of mis- 
understanding. 

Every poet pays that ‘price, of course, bmt 
of recent years none has paid it m Francis 
Thompson did. That little box of unopened 
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letters and broken useless things which was 
all *he left when he came io die, tells its 6wn ; 
bitfbj tale. His vers# tells it eten plainer. 
He was* alone with his soul on the downs 
of Storrington or on the pavements # of the 
Embankment. It was just that lonelinesS 
that won him power. It is the pAce of vision, 
the knowledge of the soul, arid it has to be 
paid. # 

The great lesson we have fyo learn then, is 
that it is God Who is waiting to speak when 
the soul is left alone. All knowledge is from 
Him ; and understanding, or even merely tlie 
desire to understand, is the dawning of a 
little more of the knowledge of God Himself.. 
It is just that which makes for loneliness. 
It makes for loneliness because in the moment 
# of its coming it tills all our horizon as Gcyl 
must always do when He is g een, and because 
the knowledge of God is a particular personal 
thing which is not to be shared wholly or at 
once. *A wonderful truth underlies the Old 
Testament saying: I am a jealous God . 

So in the moment when* it comes to us all, 
the moment of this strange sense of seeing 
what otlwirs do not see and of being alone in 
our Vision, let us try at least to realize ^hat 
God is there. Let us try to turn our eyes 
back to* the temple dourt where Jesus realized 
for the first time that no one really understood 
the light that was dawning upon *Him, but 
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wke, exactly because of this, His Father’s 
Business and His* Father’s House seemed 
clearer and clearer than* ever before. lt*may 
be, indeed, that it is a hard price wtfich has 
to be paid ; but it is the price of companion- 
ship with God. 

That lonefy lad of twelve teaches us, more- 
over, what we must do when the vision is 
given to us, and 1 think His teaching at that 
hour resolves itself into three things. 

Firs!*, our sense of. personal possession 
opght not to make us disobedient to the call 
of everyday duties around. Obey the plain 
circumstances of life. The light that had 
dawned upon Jesus was precisely that He was 
not destined for the carpenter’s shop, and yet 
He went straight back to it ! Add why ? 
Sjjirely because, unlike ourselves in such a„ 
case, He did noL confuse the light that had 
come with the fight that was to come. The 
fact that He realized more lay ahead than 
Nazareth was no reason why He shodld not 
go back home that dpy. He had been told 
what He was not to be, but not what He was 
to be. He had been inspired, if you like, with 
the sense* of a kinship that must ^pean ere 
long" a marvellous vocation, but it was a 
burden that had been giyen Him to bear, not 
a call as yet to a revolt for which He was nbt 
fit. And* He went cloivn to Nazcfreth to be 
subject still. 
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« But, secondly, He went with thfe hope, in 
Hih heart. I suppose ouHBlessed Lord n1$ver* 
foi^ fj. moment turned «IIis back on the yision 
He had received that day. That He^tfas to 
go back to a life of real misunderstanding for 
a while was only an incentive to Him to cling 
the closer to the knowledge ife possessed, 
only a discipline which should make Jlim 
very tender towards Joseph and Mary and 
school Him to grow in favow with GoU and 
man. That ho pie yas His stock-in-trade. 
There would be overwhelming days on which 
He would almost doubt that He had part or 
lot in His Father’s Business or Hifc Father’s 
House, but the very sense that had been His 
of genuine isolation would be the rock beneath 
His feet.' They wist not, but He knew. ‘ He 
t had been called ! The light had shine^! 
Never would He give up tjiat till it shined 
more and more to tit e perfect d&y. 

That, thirdly, then, bred Ilis absolute trust 
in the love and wisdom of the Father. He 
would not doubt that He Who had begun 
would perfect, and that He^would never pjove 
unfaithful to Himself. Why, that moment of 
human jfnisunderstanding marked* in a real 
sense the beginning of the divine uiMer- 
standing that was to be set up, and that was 
to develop so wonderfully, between Himself 
and His Father. The Father , and IJe shared 
a secret together. That He shared it at all 
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narked *the Father’s love ; that He wa# 
content to share it, little or big, marked His 
Own trust. * 

And so the long miles between Jerusalem 
*slnd Nazareth took on a newer aspecl. The 
Coming there had been* a great adventure to 
tho lad of twelve, every hill a land of promise, 
every valley, Bright with flowers and lit by 
the sun, a magic 'casement for His imagina- 
tion 'to Bee.be„neath and through. But His 
eyes were even brighter "now. Maybe He 
was more silent; but behind Him lay His 
father's House, and He * was about His 
Father’s Business. 



CHAPTER III 


THE LONELINESS OF PRAYER 

« 

Lord , teach us to pray was sjurely the 'most 
natural of all the expressions which the 
disciples addressed to our Lord throughout 
the course of fheir experience with Him. 
Looking back at that wonderful Kfe of the 
Son of Man, Who was also Son of God, it m 
natural enough to feel that of all the human 
activities that were His the most arresting 
^must have been that of His prayers. Therp 
is evidence enough that He prayed with 
unique power—the only son t>f the widow of 
Nain and the brother of Mary and Martha 
witness to that ; and there is evidence that 
He prayed with divine forethought and 
understanding, as the prayer for the con- 
version of S. Peter, and that for the unity of 
His discjples as a sign to the world, make 
clear ; but, we feel somehow th&t we want to 
look deeper and to probe further into the 
mystery of Jesus *on His knees. We are, 
indeed, shown much. Gethsemane alone is a 
study in the art of prayer, inexhaustible in its 
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dc>lh %ni beauty. But when we do try t<j 
lift ?3ae veil on the more ordinary of our Loftl's 
prayers, we Stumble always on the ihres^ld 
Wer Sf^unsurmouniable obstacle. Fosr Jesus 
habitually prayed alone. His attitude, His 
uJethod, His expression the joy that He 
experienced, *the desire — ah! how we would 
know them ! H our Master, we are tempted 
to say sometimes, *h ad only left us Spiritual 
Exercises, h*>w % we would follow them! and 
that Be has not, points Ho some mystery 
behind it all, a mystery in S. Paul’s use of 
that word, a revelation, that Is, into which we 
see as in op glass darkly , but still see a little of 
the golden wonder hidden there. 

S. Luke appears to have been more moved 
by our Lord’s habits of prayer than any 
of the other evangelists. A golden thread 
runs through hi$ Gospel composed of the 
occasions upon ‘which he noted that the 
Master had fallen to prayer. Doubtless be 
does not give us a complete list ; indeed, 
we must suppose that our Lord had the 
Jewish habits of daily and synagogue 
prayer which were, in a sense, too familiar 
to the evangelists for them to set them down. 
But as the story unfolds, S. Luke directs us 
again and again, as it were, to notice how 
Jesus prays. Let us glafice at a fewof the 
occasions. , • 

Right in the beginning there ig a series of 
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incidents all to themselves. The Baptism 4s 
ov&r, and instantly our Lnrd separates ^Hin^*- 
seK driven by the Spirit into the wild hi 
country of tangled herb and ragge^ rocjr 
where, under the hot passage of the sun by 
day, or searched by the windy silence by 
night, His spirit learns to master *both Him- 
self and whatever else there to tempt Him . 

He has forty days for pi^yer, and lie* was 
with the wild beasts . From # su$h loneliness 
He steps out to activity. He is glorified of 
all . He preaches the acceptable year of the 
Lord. His word is with power ove^ men and 
devils and disease. And lie departed and 
went into a desert place (iv. 42). 

Well, the people follow Him. He admits 
that He* must preach, and the round begins 
again. By Gennesaret He gathers the leader 
of the later Apostolic band, and with him 
two, to be partners henceforward in a bigger 
fishing. With these in His company, He 
does -the greatest yet of all His deeds of 
healing, and a leper is cleansed, so that the 
fame of Him went the moip abroad, and great 
multitudes came together to hear. And — fa ell, 
and what will He do? And TU* tcithdrew 
Himself into the wilderness and prayed (v.16). 

This withdrawal into solitude seems to 
initiate pronouncements of so definite a 
character that the evangelist has more to 
say of them than merely as *befor6, that He 
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poached the Kingdom of God . Before t^e* 
sick of the palsy H6 made His first startling 
declaration tliat the Soft of Man hath piMver 
on ear$i to forgive sins, and in Levi's* bouse 
He outlines the character of His Mission : I 
came not Iq edl the riglhenus but sinners to 
repentance. In a little He is dealing with the 
jfuestions of Fasting, of Revelation, and of 
the Sabbath, and from point to point the 
anger the traditional keepers of the national 
‘conscience rises. At thgd so simple but so 
devastating : h it lawful on the Sabbath dags 
to do good vr to do evil ?■ the demand, that is, 
that the vlbw point shall bo changed from 
theory to practice, from the study to the 
street — they were filed with, madness, and 
commHncd one with another what theg nlighl do 
to d exits. And what does He do ? We should 
expect it now. He must be lonely again. 
A nd it catne to pals in those day* that He went, 
out into a mountain f o pray, and continued all 
night in prayer to God (vi. 12). * 

So the record goes on, # and it is too long to 
follow in detail, but** as the weeks draw in to 
the last great week of all, the keen historian 
has slippednn a verse to teach us what has 
‘become the habitual practice of the Master. 
By this time His every appearance is the 
signal for a crowd to gather, and Sadducees,* 
Scribes, Lawyers, Pharisees, and even His 
own discipfes, filf the intervals of a long day 
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vjith criticism or query. It is a •time when 
visions of the end are* very jdain to** Him. 
Tuere has been the thanifestation of the “ set 
face "'going up to Jerusalem , and thosejwonder- 
ful eyes, like latent flames of fire (for they 
were seen blazing" out in the ^pocalyphe) 
were looking far ahead to the signs in tho sun, 
and oil the earth perplexity *and mem's hearts 
failing them for fear. And just then S/Luke 
gives us the key verse agaii* : . And ctt night 
He went out anti abode in the mount that is " 
called the Mount of Olives. We know what 
was His custom there. His disciples used to 
follow Him, but lie was withdrawal from them 
about a stone's east, and kneeled down and 
prayed. 

We See plainly enough, then, that the poor 
Piper was right at least about his Saviour at 
prayer, for there, if anywhere, Jesus was the 
Lonely Man. So far as we know, He Himself 
never explained the reason why it was so 
necessary to be alone to pray, but we, ought 
never to forget that the great secret of the 
Christian Church is that the teaching and 
guidance of Jesus have never come to an 
end. It was expedient for us tkat He went 
away in the flesh with so littfe told, fttr that 
gbing made it possible for Him to say : Lo; I 
*am udth you alwdy , even unto the end of the 
world. He relinquished the body that He 
had taken of Mary in order to inhabit that 
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ne\vBody 8f His which, as S. Paul says agajn« 
and again, is the Church. In that Body we 
hare the mintl of Christ .* In it, the disci^es 
came W realize that they were being enabled 
by the Spirit of Jesus ; and we have to guide 
us # in siiei^ ^ subject as* prayer, not morely 
the ^example of the Thirty Years, but the 
Presence that h*as % been with us these Nine- 
teen Centuries illuminating the actions of 
those fcarly days* 

* First,- then, Jesus usec^ to* go alone to pray 
because of what prayer is. Prayer to those 
who have »not been to school with the dis- 
ciples at the feet of Jesus may be “ asking 
for things,” but primarily it is not that at all. 
Prayer to some of us who make over much 
use of manuals and prayer-books ma'y seem 
to be an exercise with orderly divisions into 
confession, adoration, petition, intercession 
and the like ; b\it although that is better, 
still this is not prayer. Prayer is a state of 
the soul. To pray is to get into tune* with 
the infinite, to transcend the temporalities of 
spaop and time, to lire in the spirit. That is 
why men ought always to pray , because they 
ought always to live in the consciousness of 
God, because ye are dead , and your life is hid 
ivith Christ in God . 

Difficult as all this may sound, it i£ very* 
far from being a peculiar or impossible thing. 
The chief reason why so few of us know how 
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‘ tq. pray is that we do not want to "know, jnst 

as the great majority oi* Christians are not 

saWs precisely becahse they do not want to 

be. That we do not want to be, is ski in its 

simplest and most “ original ” form — one of 

the plainest and sirhplest facts of life. You 

and I prefer things of the bod^ rather than 

of the^oul — to eat, to drink, # to sleep, to love, 

to work amongst men, and to see our labour 

under the sun. We prefer these ratheTr than 

to experience heaver^ on earth, to learn- of God, 

to thirst after Him, to see His will done and 
* 

His Kingdom come. Not that those things of 
the body are in themselves wrong ; for they 
are not ; Jksus did them. But He did them 
for the end that they served, glad always 
when they were done, glad when the shadows 
fell and it drew near to the time when He 
could escape to the Garden or the Mountain 
Top, very glad when the iron gates of man’s 
life on earth lift up their heads at last, and 
He who had learned to be King of the glory 
of the soul, could go jn. 

To pray, then, is to open up communication 
with our true and only real home in the 
heaeettlies . He prays most who most realizes 
that he is but a stranger and a pilgrfth, and 
that he seeks a hotter country , that is a heavenly. 
*It is hard to realize that truth, because with 
us, in tlfis dispensation of life, the real things 
appear to be the things around and about us, 
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th& tiling^ we touch and handle, and th^t 
seem to make or nfar our lives. But these 
are not the real tiling. Reality lies Aar 
below the outward and visible, as tHo still 
glories of a tropical paradise lie beneath the 
glare and ryeat of the Red Sea. To reach it, 
the spirit has* to be set free. The body has 
to be # forgotten, s*etg-side, subdued, disciplined, 
so that then the soul, like some prisoner who 
has almost forgotten the light of the sun, 
*can come out for a wh^le "and enjoy com- 
munion with (rod. The powers of communi- 
cation are* all there. The soul was made to 
pra}'. Buff too often the powers are almost 
atrophied, and the thorns and weeds of the 
great curse have grown up over the door 
upon which the ear may hear if it listens the 
steady knocking of Him Who stands without, 
the Source and the Bearer of Light. 

How different 'all this is from the mere 
“ asking for things ” is plain enough. I 
once heard a preacher, whose name I 'have 
forgotten, use an excellept illustration. “ For 
two .purposes,’ ’ he Said, “men on board ship 
may be seen tugging at the anchor ropes. 
The one is that they may pull the anchor on 
board and be free; the other is that they 
may draw their boat up to the security v of 
the tight-held anchor and be safe.” * It id* 
the latter r that .is prayer. Prayer is the 
drawing of oneself closer and closer in to 
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*G % ocL Prayer is the hope set before us ‘of 
ultimate union with Him* ivhich hope we have 
as\n anchor of the sofU, both sure and steadfast. 
Secondly, therefore, Jesus was 'plainly 
alone in prayer because, seeing what prayer 
is, one must clearly *be alone to pr^iy. Those 
wonderful nights of His are in a sense closed 
to us, bi*t by what long jjtrocesses did Jesus 
learn to pray ! First, no doubt, there had 
to be the cooling of all the fevered mdments 
of the days, the tjme during which each 
moment of the perpetual conflict of His life 
was weighed and tested and lift in the 
keeping of His Father. There wbuld be no 
abandonment of the past as if it had ceased 
to count ; much rather a steady review that 
deepened His mind for the future as it* drew 
ever more sharply towards the end. % No 
wonder He knew what was. in men , and even 
read their thoughts. The s&eret nights alone 
might well account for that. Men are simple 
enough, in the light of the Spirit. But that 
would not be all. ^fhere would be the ever 
steadier, sightless gaze into the eyes o£ the 
Father, while the things of earth slipped 
into their right place, and He felfr neither the 
cold breeze from the snows of the north, nor 
the sharp stones half hidden in the grey dark 
*upon*wkich He knelt, nor the utter physical 
wearineas of the day that .was past. And 
then ? — Ah I that is more than any man can 
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say. He %ho was caught up into the third t 
heaven but once, thought it unlawful to s£y 
what he had # seen and lizard, and we canyot 
doubt Ithat Jesus was often in that he&ven.* 
He had sight of faith and hope and love, no 
m6re proiyse^ of them. • He came to know, 
ten ‘thousand times more intimately of 
course, but stilf perhaps after the manner 
that/some of His friends ” have since come 
to know, that God was love, a God of the 
'living and not of the dead, a Spirit, and that 
they who worship Him , must worship Him in 
spirit and .in truth. Yes, ahd still more — 
infinite mystery ! He came to know that I 
and My Father are one, that He would give 
His flesh for the life of the world, that He 
could lay down His life , but only to> take it 
again. Then, in the light of that knowledge 
and of that vision, intercessions took their ' 
place, intercessions for those given Him, and 
not for those only, but for all who should 
believe through their word. So Jesus prayed 
—alone. 

Our Lord comes before us again, then, in 
this also as Master and Guide; and He 
teaches tbe elemental lesson that he who 
would pray must learn to be alone. That is 
the one lesson of prayer that we find so hard 
to master. Particularly ih these days, when 
life has grown so full and interests* so many, 

* 1 Gor. arii. 
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.when we seem to have caught & fever *of 
desire for mass movements and great confer- 
ence and big intercessions, and when even, 
those Who would, find it hard to esck^e the 
whirl into which we are dragged, often 
against our will, we tmglit at least J)0 attempt 
the secret of our Lord’s calm* power. • He 
teaches #s how to make a 'solitude of the 
heart in the busy rush of men, and of # that 
we will see more in a little* We must, of 
course, recognize the need of common -prayer, 
but that has its own place and must not push 
the other out, a&d that, too, is useless unless 
there is a certain detachment oi* the soul. 
Perhaps common prayer is better described 
as the attachment of the many to God at one 
time in one place — each separate from* the 
other except where all meet in God. But for 
the present, the great lessoji is that in soli- 
tude lies our best hope of breaking through 
to that serene atmosphere where the will of 
the Eternal Father beats without shadow oj 
turning , and where the one true joy is to be 
found, and found in submission. 

We ought, therefore, to make time to be 
alone praying. This is why the? church is 
open, where everything is meant to help us 
to reach that other world that lies so close 
and yet so far ; and when we are there, we 
should aim first, above all things, at passing 
into the State of union and quiet before ever 
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we formulate a thing. Not that that pass-* 
ing is a passive thing : that was the error # of 
Quietism. *tt is the \*iolent who take^he 
Kingdom of Heaven by force. The clamour 
of earth must be beaten down. One by one 
tile distracting things nfust be mastered and 
put -under, ©ne by one the senses must be 
brought into tfuljmission till the spirit is 
free* Every power God lias given must be 
brought into play — concentration, imagina- 
tion, sympath}', devotion, Receptivity. And 
then, in this lonely silence, we find the 
“ many-splendoured thing.” 

It would seem that the Holy bpirit has 
steadily worked in and through the Church 
to teach us that the time of the offering of 
the Eucharist is more than all else file time 
for this. The children’s bread is seen there f 
as the simple apd daily provision for this 
need of the souk The Sacrament is itself, 
if one may so say, a concession to our weak- 
ness, for in it there is that combination of 
outward and inward which makes our task 
the^ easier. We can sco and handle of the 
Word of Life. God comes to meet us half- 
way. All •else must slip out of sight, all 
except ^That Which is broken and offered and 
shown and given, the Lamb of God Who tah&th 
away the sins of the n o rid. * • * 

For this reason we miss the whole mean- 
ing of the Holy Communion if we* place it 
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along with the other services of th# Church. 
Either it is not a “ service of the Church,” 
or fcise it is the Service. It i* no£ comparable . 
to either Morning or Evening Prayer, *o* any 
other Devotion, helpful as these may be. In 
these we want to hear ; in this want fo 
see. In these it matters a gr^at deal that 
the priest should be educate#, informed ; in 
this it only matters that he should know* and 
do his duty. In these we are school-mastered 
into religion — taifght what to say and when * 
to say it ; in this the soul is brought to its 
Maker, and its ‘Maker is brought *to it, and 
they are left alone, face to face. ’These are 
as the Sermon on the Mount and the 
Synagogue ; this as the Offering of the one 
Sacrifice and Calvary. Nothing disturbed 
the silence of those hours but the occasional 
cries of the great Priest as the offering of the 
Sacrifice proceeded, and yet* did ever any of 
all those who gathered at the foot of the 
Cross* experience “ service ” such as this? 
Ah yes, they did ! They did, w r hen, in after 
years, day by day or year by year, by^the 
river where prayer was wont to be made, or 
in the catacomb where the silence and the 
darkness were disturbed by little else, •when- 
ever the perpetual Offering came once again 
Into the circle of earth, and they cried, Behold 
the Lamb*! once more. But # that experience 
was reserved for times as these/ We, too, 
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cstn enter # that holy silence, and find it mora 
eloquent in ^he language of the soul than 
.the best that man can* devise. Wo, toof in 
the d&tfk of Calvary can find the Light! of the 
World. Vo, too, if we will, although the 
business af th days prfess all about us and 
although thefe is toil and dust and sin, while 
that Holy 6acrifi<;§ is being offered, can still 
the voices that disturb, by the calm of His 
Presence, and <be found, like Jesus, praying 
alone. * 



CHAPTER IV 

THE LONELINESS OE'i'IIE CROWD 

There is one incident in the’ Gospel Miich 
does more than ahy € otlier to reveal to us an 
aspect of the life^of our Lord on Earth which 
is closely related to this “ aloneness ” of His. 
It is the simple and moving story of the 
woman who had felt the drain of disease- 
upon her for twelve years, who had, in the 
rather grim words of S. Mark, suffered many 
filings of many physicians, and had spent all 
that she had. and urns nothing bettered \ but 
rather grew worse . The words* hide one of the 
great sorrows of the world, the sorrow of 
incurable disease, under which we cling 
tenaciously to life, wretched though that life 
be, because of the deeply ‘implanted human 
horror of death, and yet long day in and long 
day out for the relief that we fear.* But this 
woman had heard of Jesus. Slie sought Him 
out: She came at a bad time, however, for 
His fame had risen enormously of late by 
reason of t His doings in the,, country about 
Canaan. Ilis power over demoniac possession 
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h&d set tlfe far side of the Lake into a ferment 
of fear to such an extent that the whole 
.multitude of the Gada\%nes round, about* be- 
soughVIiim to depart from them, while on 
this side, about Capernaum, where they 
associated* H\g Name \rtth works of mercy 
and • words of tenderest understanding and 
sympathy, the people, grieved at losing Him 
even for a little time, were all waiting for Him. 
Thus’Jnsus had no sooner passed over again 
*by ship than the people gathered thick about 
Him, pressing to hear and see Him while He 
was still near the sea, and insisting, with 
the enthusiasm of a crowd, that the popular 
favourite should gratify their aroused curiosity 
and interest. It is easy to picture the wel- 
come of that return. Kclatives of the healed 
persons of the Province, and the healed 
themselves, would assist to pull up the boat 
on the white sarid and make it fast, eagerly 
. firing questions of this and that at Him as 
He passed slowly towards the coarse gtfass of 
the fore-shore. They and the disciples would 
ie .impeded all t be time by the crowd who 
had had no introduction as yet, and who 
merely stotfd by and said : “ Yes, that’s He ” ; 
•“ A Lbgion of devils He turned out over 
there ” ; “ Yes, but have you heard that 
half Gadara is beggared *by the loss’ of itfe 
swine ? ” ; “ Sejrve them right, I say ” — and 
the like. 
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* ^Suddenly there is a disturbance at the ba&k 
of the crowd. A richly^dressed man, with 
a face working in the 1 stress of his emotion, is. 
pushing his way through the people, o aims , 
the crowd murmurs, a ruler of the Synagogue, 
and falls back for a 'moment or tro, only to 
close afjain, and peer blindly, and speculate 
as to what is going forward where the little 
knot surges and eddies round the Prophet. 
Jairus has caught a glimpse^of' Him mean- 
while, and, forgetTul # of all dignity, has fallen' 
at His feet with the pitiful hurried story : 
Mg little daughter Uelk at the point of death. 
Come and lag Thy hands on her that she may 
he healed ! / pray Thee ! Come and she shall 

live. Bequests like that were more than 
Jesus could refuse, and He went with him . 

* The crowd follows, surging from the wider 
space where the street to tks Lake opened on 
to the shore ; and finds itself bottled up 
between the high white houses, pressed in a . 
pack at every turn, stumbling over the stones 
of the road, now shouting noisily at the 
driver of an ox-cart who could neither gq_on 
nor go back, and now abusing some laden 
slave who presses against the wait to escape 
the crush. As for Jesus, the people thronged 
Him. I imagine that Jairus kept close to 
ilim, pouring his tale, in the Eastern manner, 
with enormous detail and profusion of com- 
pliment, over and over again intd His ear. 



THE LONELINESS OF THE CROWD 47 

'rtie.discifSles, half amazed at the confusion* 
but half proud at the notice their Master was 
attracting, have hard wbrk to keep near at 
all, el^Owing their way along like the brawny 
peasants most of tlieyi were. And then, just 
tlien, Jesws sjpps. He ‘twists round in the 
pressing crovffl, and above the din S. Peter is 
near enough to Vqjich His voice : Who touched 
Me '? 

S. Peter was*never one to mince his words. 
*The people about deny that any one touched 
Him rudely or purposefully, but there seems 
to be behind the apostle’s words something 
almost of petulancy : “Well, Master, if you 
will come into a crowd like this, what can 
you expect ? ” Master , the 1 multitude throne/ 
The t and press Thee , and saye.st Thdu, Who 
touched Me !■ But Jesus said: Somebody hath 
touched, Me ; for Ji perceive that virtue is yone 
out of Me. And He looked \ round to see who 
had done this thwy. 

Our Lord, of course, was right. The poor 
sick woman coming down to the shore to 
jaatph Him, had beet) caught and overwhelmed 
in the turmoil of the crowd. Pushed about 
in her weakness while the noisy rout went by, 
it seemed to *her that she would have no 
chance of a word with the great Healer at till. 
It was in a kind of despair that she saw thd 
simple Figure, alone quiet and ejected in 
the confq£ion, draw near down the way. If 
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I can but touch His garment ! she skid to her- 
self, and made the supreme effort, as likely 
as not from the edge'of the narrow way where 
she crouched against the wall. And*' J esus 
responded as immediately as if He and she 
had been alone by a ’well in Samaria or among 
the llowers of that garden wh6re, probably, 
the tomS in which no man/:iad yet been laid 
was already a preparing. 

What is this, then, but the most striking 
instance of a certain rccollectedness about our* 
Lord which was His at all times and in all 
places ? The little that Christian experience 
has learned of spiritual things gives us at 
least two indications of the nature of this. 
Look at Brother Lawrence in his monastery. 
It was* noticeable about liim that whether 
scouring dishes, or bent over the oven, or 
even sent about the business of his monastery 
to negotiate for the purchase of wine, he was 
as one preoccupied with higher things. He . 
did not do the worse for that. He was as a 
grave doctor who talks lightly and easily to 
his patient and arranges this and that detail 
of everyday life, (as once a great Doctj'or re- 
membered the simple detail of a ehild’fl meal 
after the most memorable sick.-TidW upon 
record), but whose eyes seem to look from a 
£reat distance and to speak of secret business 
within. r *So Brother Lawrpjnco “practised 
the presence of God.’* 
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'Or agate, if there is any special plienoS 
menon of spiritual activity, it lies not in any- 
thing tangible or visible, but in what is 
almost ^the sense of a great silence/ Ulti- 
mately it is, of course^ a supersensual silence, 
a£ indeed jfc i^,a supernatural one, but it is 
one .which amy man of the least spiritual 
tinderstanding b^nfesses readily enough. It 
seenft to envelop those who come and go on 
high mattery okGod. Not over dramatically, 
4nde&C a keen observer like the late Mon- 
signor Benson, put it ag*ain and again into 
his books-^-as when Sir John surprised Master 
Richard Rayual, the Solitary, at prayer, or 
when the little group of watchers knelt for 
the passing of Frank Guiseley in the back 
bedreom of a London slum. • 

Combine, then, these two things. The 
Gospel picture suggests just this of Jesus 
Christ : that He moved amongst men as One 
on a great business and as One beset by the 
atmosphere of another world. That dignity, 
aloofness, reserve, quiet of His was witnessed 
agai n and again. .Pilate saw it and cried, 

' Art Thou a King then ? the rough men-at- 
arms experienced it more vividly, because at 
a erisi% and vent backwards and fell to the 
ground. The disciples almost protested 
against it again and agate, as when* over- 
wrought 8. Thomas could stand IJis calm 
assurance^no longer and burst out with his, 
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JLord we know not whither Thou $ oest ; a(ul 
how can we know the way ? The passionate 
people of Nazareth «knew it when something 
about *Him held their murderous harass, and 
He, passing through the midst of them , went 
His way. It was manifested plainly enough 
that nigjht when He slept through the storm, 
and finally, at the extremity^ His disciples* 
fear, gave His own peace to the winds and 
waves. But it was never mai;i tested, as it 
was that day by the side of the Lake, •‘when x 
woman in a crowd thrust herself through the 
atmosphere of His calmness and found Him 
even then alone for her need. 

Pilate had the right instinct when he was 
moved by our Lord’s silence to that question 
of his, for it is this that makes Jessts so 
essentially kingly. An earthly king is of the 
same mould as other men^ and yet there is 
this difference between them, that he is 
representative of all, is the embodiment of 
the omnipotent state, is its servant, has a 
mission that lifts him above all and that he 
cannot share with any. f Consciousness of 
this makes for that quality which we* “cal 
kingliness. It has no respect of persons. It 
makes the king the fount of* justice* and of 
mercy. Even in constitutional monarchy 
'enough remains t.6 call out intense devotion 
and whfde-hearted self-sacrifice to such a 
conception. And with wliat reality is that 
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which is l?ut a shadow in all others realise*? 
in Him Who is E*ing oj' kings and Lord of 
Lords ! Jesus was indeed of the same^mould 
as otfafef men in a real sense, and yet Fe was 
the Man, the ^representative of men. 

He was ateno&g us, too, " 'as One that servcth. 
He had a misfion to serve, as none other ever 
did or ever eoiJw. have. It was a mission 
given Him not by men but by God, and a 
truerj |:inglitir •mission just because of that. 
TSfore — and no earthly ^parallel carries us 
here — His consciousness of Jdeaven and of 
the reality «of Heavenly things, neve** waning, 
never wavering, beset Him as with another 
atmosphere. Walking with men, He walked 
apart because He walked with God and was 
God ;* and yet not only did He ever welcome 
men into the seclusion of His majesty and 
dignity, but He ^ven called them to come: 
Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest. Take My yoke 
upon you and learn of Me ; for l am meek and 
lowly of heart , and ye shrill find rest unto your 
»')v2s. Lor My yokt is easy, and My burden 
**i8 light. And again : Whoso cometh unto Me I 
will in no wise cast out . 

Devotfbn ougiit always to come first in our 
considerations, and devotion plays a real # 
part here. We should try to enthrone in our 
hearts this so lowly King, and try tti picture 
Him in tt^rroyal seclusion of the presence of 
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<Jpd. As we kneel in the silence of. our. 
prayers, let the vision of* the earthly life of . 
Jesus j?e very real and true. It is wonderful 
to see Him up and down the lanes of Galilee 
or in the noise of the sheets of the city, ne^jer 
uncaring but always unstained, ntfver unfor- 
getful but always recollected, not always 
undisturbed — for Jesus v&pt — but always 
Master of Ilis soul. He is like that little 
pure white plant of the fjotleriesjwhich 
possesses a secret # essence which clears the 
least speck oil Hs purity as soon as it settles 
there. Consider the lilies , He told us, and 
as you do so, consider the Lily of the Valley 
and the Rose of Sharon. Watch while no 
one ever finds Him unprepared, and listen 
while bvery answer exactly meets the* case. 
See how in an instant He is ready for the 
need that desires satisfaction, though now 
the people throng Him, or now the rich men 
make a banquet for Him that they may 
question Him and glut their curiosity, or 
now, in the tempest qf the extremity of human 
pain, it seems as if He* can hardly still-bo 
serene. Yet surely His tone was every whir 
as tender, His voice as calm, tliat day He 
said, Thou shall he ivith Me in Paradise > as 
when in the road t from the Lake He told the 
wom&n that her faith had made her whole and 
she might go in peace . 

So devotion leads^ on to ass&^ance. No 
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matter wlfo comes or where or when, JESU^ia 
always alone for ttiose who seek Him. To 
enter His presence is t<f be shut into a/secret 
place w/5h Him. Thine eyes shall see Jerusalem 
a quiet habitation, say$ the old Prophet of the 
Spirit of -Christ in the tJhurch, A tabernacle 
that shall ncft be taken down . So, too, the 
golden thread o& that wonderful secret runs 
throughout the Book of Psalms : — 

lie shall kidte me in the secret of His taber - 
liacJe, ; Thou shalt hide them in the Secret of 
Thy presence from the pride of man; Thou 
shalt keep them secretly in a pavilion from the 
strife of tongues ; Thou art my hiding place ; 
Thou shalt preserve me from trouble ; Thou 
shalt compass me about with songs of deliver - 
ance. * 

This is the wonderful truth that if only we 
turn to Jesus in distress He instantly satisfies 
and covers us with the Shadow of His wings. 
We never can forget how He cried to # Jeru- 
salem that He had been willing all the years 
to gather her as a hen gather eth her chickens, 
though she would not. Christian experience 
in every age has made that true. The mystic, 
Mother Julian of Norwich, found Him in 
the shelter of her anchorage. Theresa, or 
Catherine of Siena, bus^, eager womeff of 
common sense and practical ability ‘rarely 
equalled, lived, apart with Him* Pascal 
carried with him to his death — he, the author 



54 THE LONELINESS OF CHRIST 

af J;he “ Pensees ” and the “ Provinciales,” tlie 
master of sharp and lucid ■sentences, of irony, 
of bril^ance — a little # fragment of parchment 
whereon he had written, in broken* tfords, 
the story of the wonderful revelation that 
showed him “not fhe God of philosophers 
and scholars, but the God of "Abraham, of 
Isaac, anti of Jacob. ” The/ follows: “My 
God, wilt Thou leave me ? Suffer me not to 
be separated for ever ” ; and' in something 
of that union, in Jhe recollection of that 
moment, he live % d and died. 

One feels sometimes that the experience of 
the saints is divorced from life, and although 
this is the very reverse of the truth, still, 
more ordinary experience is for some of us 
even mbre helpful. What, then, of the young 
► French corporal who led a storming party ’ 
with heroic courage through a trench blown 
in the wall of a hotly contested chateau in 
Lorrajne, and who leaped the mines only to 
fall on German bayonets. His comrades, 
who had wondered at the incredible daring of 
a rather pre-occupied mafn, gathered round 
him when the place was won, and a sous- 
lieutenant, staring at the peaceful face, said, 
“See, he sleeps.*' “No,” said the bounded 
mail, opening his eyes, “but I am a priest, 
and I wait for Jesus.” Awestruck, the men 
looked romnd. By some chapce — if it were a 
chance — a figure in a^black cassock was, as 
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a’ matter* of fact, even then crossing th$ 
broken masonry, «o close do the French 
chaplains keep to the "Tiring-line, an^ in a 
few minutes the dying man received the 
Blessed^ Sacrament. The hideous din and 
turmoil <>f was all * about and around ; 
hie uomrade^ pressed near to see the end ; 
earth again “ thronged ” the Master as He 
came ; but He and the sou] that needed Him 
were in a pJace apart. In a few minutes the 
bounded man stirred a little on the stones. 
“ Jesus, into Thy hands . . . ” they heard 
him whisper ; and he was gone. Small 
wonder if this war win France back again to 
the Lord Who has been waiting for her all 
the time. 

But notice this: to break through*to that 
divine still atmosphere that encloses Jesus, 
needs above all idse utter sincerity and aban- 
donment. Herod never pierced to the secret 
of Jesus, though he had heard many things and 
had been desirous of a long time to see Hwi, 
and hoped to have seen soma miracle done hy 
Him ; but then the k<$en eyes of our Lord 
saw at once to his heart, and knew that he 
had not suffered many things of many physi- 
cians and spent all that he had, and come 
with fear and trembling if he might so much 
as touch the hem of His garment. • That 
same garment, ^ too, passed through many 
villages wb^re, despite the virtue that was in 
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Him, He could do no mighty work at* all. That 
■was because of unbelief. * Faith, Penitence, 
Surrender, are necessary to the experiencing 
of Jesus Christ. It is not wonderful that it 
should be so, but, as sj>me one has^, written 
somewhere, there a*e those who ^refuse *to 
conform to the rules of the sf&ritual world, 
and who ♦decline to believ^, because they 
cannot attain in their own way, which is as 
foolish as if a man insisted 6n shutting his 
eyes in front of a picture and in feeling if t!T 
test its beauty. No, the fact that our Lord 
came to call only those who are aware that 
they are not whole, is one of the terrible 
realities of religion; and it is also one of 
the tragedies of our age, that that approach 
which historic Christianity has over recogilized 
# as on a par with that of the woman in the 
story, (which of all avenues is the swiftest to 
the Heart of Jesus just because it is the 
divine plan) is so much neglected among us. 
Sin has little sting of shame so long as it is 
merely hidden in the deep of the heart ; cer- 
tainly there is no true penitence so long as 
there is no desire after the most of grief and 
reparation that can be made. Hdre again it 
is do-humanizing religion to permiiTmen to 
bury, if possible, the sin on the soul, or to 
affirm that Jesus is no longer made flesh, and 
has no accessibility save in ,the danger and 
sentimentalism of non-sacramentsl^ religion. 



THE EONEWNESS OF THE CROWD 57 

Rather ttfb glad gospel of the Sacrament o{ 
Penance is that fesus, one with the mreat 
Body of the Church, w^aits to exerciser His 
healing art as the Divine Physician for any 
who open their grief to Him, who will tell 
alf the truth gf the years nothing bettered of 
the medicines the world has to offer, of the 
longing for pea<?o from the plague. Then the 
atmosphere of heaven grows almost sensible 
where one •kneels. Then the things that 
ffiiflng fall away. Then in the divine still- 
ness of the presence of Jest s, a voice that is 
but lent to Him conveys Iiis message : thy 
faith hath saved thee ; yo in peace. 

That transaction is for ever veiled and 
hidden from the world just because it is so 
essentially a secret matter between Jbsus and 
the soul, in the hidden place that He has 
prepared. But ^ something of the lesson 
learned there goes with us as we leave. 
The recurring visiis each bring a deepening 
of the sense of at-one-ment with Jesus Vhich 
is itself atonement. As the years go by, it 
seems less and leBa that we have to go to seek 
Him, and more and more that He is about our 
path and about our bed , and that we have only 
to go tlmre to hear Him, or there to see Him, 
Who “promised never to leave us, never to 
leave us alone.’ ’ But Thy 'loving -kindness and 
mercy shall follow me all the days ofjyiy life, we 
say, and Ijvill dwell in the house of the Lord 
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for ever. We have learnt the lesion of the 
Lonqly Man — that He is* lonely because He 
waitsyto be gracious! It is His secret; but 
the secret of the Lard is among them 4iiat fear 
Him : and He ivill show them His constant. 



CHAPTER V 

THE LONELINESS OF GLOEY 

The Reformation of the Prayer Book Kalendar, 
a small thing though it is in itself, is one of 
the real wonders of the great religious up- 
heaval of the sixteenth and seventeenth cen- 
turies ! Not only is the principle upon which 
the revisers went most cheerfully obscure, but 
that mere printers’ errors should have sufficed 
to set the English Church in bondage to this 
very day, must surely seem amazing to any 
one who stops, to think of it. Perhaps, 
however, the Church of England will have 
strength enough one day to correct faults 
imposed upon her by unknown Caroline type- 
setters, and in that hour of release, doubtless 
the Feast of the Transfiguration will come to 
share with the “ Conversion of S. Paul,” and 
“S. Simon and S. Jude” the beauty of italics. 
Until thSn wo have to depend largely upon 
the measure of independence attained by*our 
parish clergyman for the helpfulness of keep- 
ing one of the most beautiful and instructive 
of the day * of our Lord. 
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• * 

? However that may be, the Transfiguration 
ls'a^day of many splendours, of so many, 
indeei^ that it would 'take too long to look at 
them all. Superficially, however, it* was a 
day of Anticipation, of Manifestation, of 
Realization, and of* Jubilation. Jesus had 
climbed the mountain (as we would guess) to 
pray, with the stress and iatigue of His 
ministry clearly marked on His face, and 
with another thing plain to be read there 
now, which had been obscured or unexplam\& 
before. There had been all the stress of the 
sending out of the twelve ; of the .stir when 
Herod sought to see Him, and it had been 
necessary to avoid “ that Fox” ; of the desert 
place besieged by the multitude, and of the * 
miracle* of the loaves ; and lastly of that 
moment, supreme in importance hitherto, 
*when He had put the disciples to the test, 
and re-affirmed the early change of Simon’s 
name to that of The Rock. But the latest 
development of His ministry must have called 
even more for an ascent to pray. When or 
how the full knowledge of the end had come 
to our Lord, we do not know, but for the first « 
time Jesus had said to His disciples: The 
Son of Alan must suffer many thing *, and be 
reja ted » and he slain . For the first time, too. 
He had looked the 1 far future in the face. He 
had drawn back the veil and made plain the 
inner meaning of that following ofJEIim upon 
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which the apostles had embarked. If cyiy> 
mm will come after* Me , He had said, Up him 
deny himself, and take up his cross dai'fu and 
follow Mm. 

But He had not stopped at the cross, either 
in His own o&se or in that, of His disciples. 
The Son of Man must be raised the third, day , 
was paralleled by : Whosoever shall lose his 
life' shall save it y and shall not last of death 
but Yfctf the kingdom of God. What He meant 
tr all that was, in all probability, hidden 
from His disciples. It is kar/l sometimes for 
us to realize how very obscure the sayings of 
Jesus must have seemed at the time they 
were first uttered, but if we think how limited 
had been the experience of His disciples, how 
impossible the imagination merely* of the 
Resurrection and the Glory of all Saints, and, 
of how little a&planation He had vouchsafed 
to give, we shall not only enter more sym- 
pathetically into the mind of the apostles, 
but we shall come to marvel more and more 
by what miracle of the ^Spirit it was that they 
realized as much as they did. Thus the 
ascent of that mount with the three chosen 
friends must have been indelibly fixed in their 
minds. *As tuey climbed from boulder to 
boulder — now scattered a little, now dtawn 
together by the unevenness of^the 4 way — 
they would exchange significant glances, 
sentences *of questiqp. and possibly of fear, 
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gqptures and indications of the tumult in. 
then* hearts. And always, as we picture it, 
the Master was a * little ahead, climbing 
swiftly and strongly in His strength, but 
with face “ set ” already as they noticed 
again and again later on. 

Arrived at the place He had chosen, Jesus 
fell to prayer, S. Peter and they that were 
with him, wearied by the labours of that 
preaching tour, to sleep ; already th£ da/y 
of Anticipation was begun. But as Jesus 
prayed in His loneliness, the wonder that we 
call the Transfiguration began. * Surely it 
was not so much a new thing, a new glory 
assumed for a time to teach a lesson and io 
be withdrawn again, not so much this any- 
how as* just a manifestation of the reality 
, always there, although the eyes of S. Peter 
and they that were with him, sleeping or 
waking, were too heavy to see it at all* times. 
That day the hidden glory of the Son of God 
burst the wrappings of the flesh as He prayed, 
the very fashion of His countenance , toil-worn 
and grieved, was altered , the very stuff and 
texture of His peasant clothing made radi- * 
antly white and glistening, the very barren- 
ness of that rocky place lit by the*" glory of 
tho&fe hidden ones never far from any of us 
although beyond the margin of this world. 
The weary disciples awoke po see what He 
had meant when He h$d spoken 45ut now in 
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the valley t)f the Son of Man in His own glory % 
and of the holy angel#. That sight anticipated 
heaven. That sight manifested the holiness 
of that Holy Thing born of the Virgin Mary. 
Thatlsight realized the prophecy of Him who 
should be likga rejintr s'fire and like fuller's 
soap. That sight hid from the future martyrs 
for a little tin? terror of the daily cross- 
bearing, and showed how good it would be 
always to bg there. Surely the light of that 
gb&ty neVer wholly faded away, however hard 
the process of losing life became as they went 
towards the finding of it. 

Then came the strange climax. S. Peter 
had yet to learn how wholly the will of Jesus, 
being God, is done in heaven ; and small 
w r onder, since the Lord’s Prayer beingJiardly 
prayed, it was little done on earth. It is a 
fitting object lesson, however, of what it 
would be like ifwe could enter heaven before 
we had learned the lessons of earth, for that 
was exactly the experience of these three. 
So the cloud overshadowed them. Terror fell 
on them. God’s ^Taje^ty thundered out of 
the cloud. And Jesus was found alone . 

In what, however, lay S. Peter’s fault ? It 
was a ver^ interesting one, and one that shows 
clearly enough how impossible it would b« to 
omit the Transfiguration from any study of 
the loneliness of Jesus. For S. Petjr classed 
our Lord yith Moses and Elias. S. Peter 
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pnade plans for God. S. Peter broke into the 
heavenly converse of thefChosen companions 
of the Christ, and" disturbed his Lord at 
prayer. S. Peter seemed actually^to forget 
that sleep is no preparation for heavenly 
councils, and even more, lie forgot the lesson 
taught him so recently, and, shaving *never 
lost his* life, hoped to find it already by 
abiding quietly up there. In a word, he 
forgot the supremacy and the ^isolation of 
the Majesty of Jesus. He forgot -anoUKer 
lesson of the Lonelf Man. 

For us, however, the study of*the Trans- 
figuration is full of hope and beauty. ^*First 
of all it shows us so plainly the great lesson 
that it is Jesus Who makes heaven. The few 
short simple words of the evangelists do not 
hide the fact that all the wonder of the glory 
on the mountain-top that &i\y^ radiated, as it 
were, from the Person of our Lord.* It was 
no exterior light that fell upon Him, but 
rather the interior Majesty of Him Who is 
the Light of the World, streamed out for a 
little while, and transfigured and made plain; 
That becomes for us a parallel of heaven 
There is no one who has not found it hard at 
times to imagine the beauty of that place or 
state, whichever it be, and indeed the more 
wo try, I he more impossible it all seems. 
There ave some actually foolish enough to 
reject the whole story because it is clothed 
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for us in tfie Apocalypse with figures in whij;e» 
and harps of gold, incredible though a rejec- 
tion on that ground is.’ We do wrong to 
throw away all the imagery with which the 
Bible 'supplies us, for every bit of it points to 
some aspect ol truth, and no aspect of truth 
. is valueless ; hat when most perplexed by the 
difficulties of understanding, we have always 
to faH back on this, that it is Jesus Who gives 
us HS&ven and not heaven which gives us 
jElStfs, and that the company of Jesus alone 
is in itself the glory of God, the perfection 
of beauty,* the consummation of human 
happiness. 

Language like this seems sometimes a little 
remote from our human experience, but we 
oughtT to remember that there is much 1 more 
there than the conventional words have come 
to convey. A jrian in the full tide of his 
strength,® wants, he feels, not the beauty or 
y the holiness ” that the Churches talk a^out, 
but energy, zest, opportunities for courage 
and perseverance, humour, love ; and can he 
find these there? Well, of course, there is a 
gmise in which it is obvious that these words 
are out of pf!ace ; for instance, strength im- 
plies physical conditions cf space and time 
which are unthinkable of the spirit-worid. 
But the abandonment of the' word cught not 
to be followed, as it is so often, Jby the 
abandonment of the i<^ea. It is not a mere 
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f npgative that is left ; a man’s love of the zest 
of struggle and enduranoe does not give way 
merely to singing or golden harps. Far 
better than that, affirm boldly that strength 
and courage and humour and love find a 
place in heaven ! * Certainly in heaven .Ihe 
things ^f the spirit which correspond, in real 
value, to all that is good in these, will find a 
place there. And they will find a place there, 
because there is just Jesus. # <JT ~ 

We want to rid our minds — those o?*us 
who possess “modern” minds! — of the idea 
of heaven as a place centring «round • the 
throne of God, or at least we ougM^only 
to accept and dwell on it when the much 
truer and more central idea has won its way. 
The Apostles’ Creed offers us a description of 
heaven in two words, and those two words 
are all that can be affirmed about it. “I 
believe,” we say, “in the life everlasting.” 
That, then, is heaven. It is life — and it is. 
everlasting. It is life — it is struggle, courage, 
zest, strength, hope, the joy of attainment, 
the passion of service, > the satisfaction of 
duty well done. Life is a man’s word. A 
million men in England have learned to live 
since last August, learned it in "fife trenches, 
learned it, a good many of them, by their 
deaths. ell, <r life” is “heaven.” 

But tt is life that is everlasting. Ever- 
lasting— that is of thf nature <st God. It is 
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not life fike man’s life — petty, sordid, oi&ly 
half realized, neve* wholly satisfied, transi- 
tory, vain. It is God’s life, the life of per- 
fection, perfect struggle, perfect courage, 
perfect zest, perfect strength, perfect hope, 
the joy of perfect attainment, the passion of 
perfect service, the satisfaction of duty per- 
fectly done. No conception of ours, which 
con\eys sinless pleasure to us, will lack its 
spiritual reality in the life everlasting. And 
OiHne sinful pleasures, wo shall have learned 
the joy of perfect hatred 'and $1 perfect con- 
quest. , 

The attainment of these perfections would 
he more than I could understand, but for one 
thing. I can see One Who has attained them. 
As I try to gaze into the character of Jesus 
Christ, I can see nothing which I do not 
associate with, the noblest and the highest 
ideas o¥ manhood, nor anything in noblest 
manhood that is not in Him. He not merely 
lived; His life was so rich and full and 
victorious that, struggling for words, I can 
call it no more than Life. He not merely 
died ; rather His victory was such that I can- 
not conceive of its interruption, the inter- 
ruption uxWove rnd living such as His. “ Ever- 
lasting ” is the only word I have for it, ai*d as 
I define Jesus, I define heaven. ^o I* boldly 
change the two. I do not know what heaven 
is, but I do know what Jesus is. I can 
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Gopceive of no such attainment as that of being 
worthy to be crowned victor in His company ; 
and as the mount of Transfiguration shows 
me Jesus making heaven, there seepas written 
about it, in letters of fire, the trumpet-6all of 
His own words : T6 him * that over cometh will 
I grant to sit ivith Me in My throne, even? as I 
also overcame , and am set down with My Father 
in His throne . * 

It is significant that there was a ffans- 
figuration on this earth, because it -teacTfes 
us there heav<m begins. One of the three 
there that day learned the lesson .well. The 
synoptic Gospels, especially S. Matthew are 
full of the Kingdom of God, and by parable 
and sermon they show us Jesus preach- 
ing, aifd setting His apostles to preach, the 
coming of the Kingdom. S. John, however, 
has extraordinarily little to $&y on that sub- 
ject. He does, indeed, tell us pi ainl/ enough 
at tkq outset that, except a man he horn again 
he cannot so much as see the Kingdom of God , 
but with the exception of that incident of 
Nicodemus (which of*courre he alone records) 
there is little further repetition of the phrase* 
Yet its equivalent is there. Possibly his third 
chapter is meant as a kind of \tening that 
weiahall not see it unless the necessary pre- 
paration fias beeii made, but the truth is that 
another phrase has taken the place of the 
older one. S. John is full of taljp on "life.” 
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The real parallel to the synoptists, There •!)$ 
soms standing here* which shall not taste of 
death till they see the kingdom of God , is 
S. John’s, He that helieveth on the Son hath 
everlasting life , anc\ not come into con- 

demnation but is -passed, from death unto life. 
The future tens#) in S. Luke is the present in 
S. John. That is the first great change, a 
change that undoubtedly it took him years to 
lea^PL b it which he began well on the Mount 
of Transfiguration. He learned that the pre- 
sence of Jesus is everlasting'life, and that 
everlasting life is heaven. The satisfaction 
of that glorious future is not a thing reserved 
till the weary years have run their course. 
No; the kingdom of God is within you ; the 
triumph of faith in J esus brings Him to the 
soul, and His coming is the dawn of life and 
light apd peace,. When the cloud had passed 
J usus was found alone, and yet S. John came 
to learn that if He was found, nothing^of the 
glory had dimmed, nothing of the heavenly 
company in which it was so good to bo. 

Jesus only, then ,*is the key to the Christian 
life. The cjy of every saint has ever been “ I 
have all if T have Thee.” S. Thomas extends 
this in the “ Imitation, the sum of the experi- 
ence of historic Christianity, when he sajte — 

u Blessed is he that under^andeth what 
it is to love Jesus and to d<4spi£e himself 
for JBsus^sake. 
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e “Thou oughtest to leave thy beloved 
for the Beloved; for Jbbus must be loved 
alone, above all things. 

“Keep close to Jesus both in life and in 
death, and commit thyself unto His faith- 
fulness, Who, whea all fail, can alone hdip 
thee. 

“If# thou seekest Jesus < m all things, 
thou wilt surely find Jesus. 4 

“If thou look to thyself, thou shalj> be 
able of thyself to accomplish frothing, of 
this kind. 

“ But if tl<pu trhst to the Lord, He shall 
give thee strength, and the -^orld and 
the flesh shall be made subject toothy 
command.” 

Christianity is no more than a phase of 
life till this is learnt. Nine out of ten of us 
, make the initial mistake of treating religion 
as one side of our life; and^whethgr from 
habit, or from obedience to conventionality, 
occasional prayer and Sunday church-going 
become the substitute of Christianity in our 
lives. It is all for the best that the freedom 
of modern life, setting men and women loose 
from the fetters of the convention^, sets them* 
also loose from this. For that J rin d of re- 
ligious practice is simply a ‘mirage of the 
reaF thing, indeed not even a true mirage, 
for that at ^east is a reliable representation 
of something, whereas this has no corre- 
spondence .at all with^ reality. If Christianity 
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were one fonong the world’s religious systems^ 
such practice migfyt do, for the world’s otfier 
systems recognize religion as one “side” of 
the activities of men. But Christianity is 
not One among such religions. If these are 
religions, and, if this Is what religion means, 
then Christianity is no religion at all; we 
must abandon the old mistaken, useless word. 
If the word “ religion ” belongs to any attitude 
which can, for example, separate a man’s 
political action or daily life from the creed 
•that he is supposed to 'confers, then in no 
sense of the word is Christianity a religion. 

Instead it is a life and a life to be lived now. 
It is whole hearted surrender to “ Jesus only,” 
to the Lonely Man. That surrender need not 
of necessity exclude earthly occupations and 
pleasures, the enjoyment of art, music, beauty, 
love; the good in ail of these is hidden in 
Him ; feut they must come to us in Him and 
not without Him. Prayer is not an occasional 
exercise; it is the breathing of the one vivify- 
ing atmosphere, the atmosphere of heaven. 
The Sacraments q*re not occasional exercises 
of piety, they are the daily food of the soul. 
The saints and the Mother of God are not 
“ dead people who can neither see nor hear ” ; 
they are the friends manifest plain enough 
whenever Jesus shows His* glory. Heaven is 
no visionary place and death “ §nd ” of all 
things ; throne* is a^weli-known land and the 
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other the path, however narrow, to it. Earth 
is no stronghold of materialism wherein the 
things of the spirit are out of place ; rather — 

“ The angels keop their ancient placetf 
Turn but a stone and start a wing, 

’Tis ye, ’tis your Gbtrrfhg&l faces 
That miss the many -splendour’ d thing.” 

Jesus tmly and alone is Heaven, and Jesus 
is here with us : that is Christianity. This 
is the record , that God hath given Uk?is Vernal 
life , and this life is in Ills Son. He tfiatlfaXh 
the Son hath lif and He that hath not the Son 
of God hath not life. And we know that the 
Son of God is come , and hath given an 
understanding , that we mag hioiir Him that 
is true, and we are in Him that is true , 
even in „ His Son J users Christ. This is * the 
true God , and eternal life . Little children , keep 
'yourselves from idols . “ Men and women of 

the modern world, keep yourselves 15st any 
counterfeit of reality steal the worship and 
allegiance of your hearts.'’ 

So the title which we have seen our Lord 
bear in miBunderstafiding, in desertion, in 
pain, glows with a new light. It is like His# 
Name, given because a cross wag* preparing, 
but home up by the angels |o tfte light of 
the Jhrone of God, at which every knee shall 
bow. ()nly the words of the inspired S. Paul 
seem to dp ^uy justice to the uniqueness of 
the wonder and beauty of J^sus,ie the sole 
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glory that is His alone, to our own consiijuj 
mation when we are with Him, and when 
He, in single Majesty, is all in all. Yet this 
Is the triumphant end of the loneliness of 
Jesus Christ on earth. For of Him , and 
through to Ilihi, arc all things : to 

Whom be glory for ever . Amen. 



CHAPTER VI 


THE LONELINESS OF GRIEF 

Of all the human emotions of Jesjjs Christ, 
HiB tears seem most nearly to put His ‘Shift- 
less humanity^ upon our level. There is 
something in the brief record Jpsus wept 
that goes at once to the heart of the race, 
and the more now that it is tire' common 
experience of the greater number of half the 
civilized world. Surely Jesus is not lonely 
here ! 

‘ But the moment we review the two occa- 
sions on which tears are recorded *of our 
Lord, we become aware that it is not all as 
simple' as it seems, and that that divine 
Figure Who moves in su«h isolation among 
those whose experiences lip came to share, is 
not in any less isolation here. S. Luke gives 
us the most vivid picture of the one ; S. John 
exclusively records the other, pprlfffps because 
he s^w more of its importance in the working 
out of. our Lord’s* life, or, perhaps, because 
he of all^ the disciples was most likely to 
sympathiz*e with it. The *first w picture is 
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utterly arresting the moment it is cast. ip 
our imagination. • There is the white *road 
across the valley and up the hill, which dips 
first among the trees, and then climbs to 
tlje grass and flowers of the heights around 
Jerusalem, not so far from the “ fields ” 
where once She shepherds kept their flocks 
by night. The road is full of moving groups 
of people, but just at the summit the crowd 1 
is thi<5k«^t. It is a scene of indescribable 
enthusiasm. The sight of the white and 
'gold *oi the Holy City, glittering so close at 
ha*id in *he vivid sunlight, ordinarily moved 
the pilgrims to a demonstration of pride and 
delight ; hut to-day the enthusiasm of the 
disciples, who seem to think that the end 
of toil is in sight, has infected the people 
with a new spirit, and the throng is tossing 
palm branches, spreading clothes in the way,* 
welcoming a King meek and ridbuj upon an 
ass . The 'children shrill Hosanna with their 
elders ; and if one group stands aside from 
the popular enthusiasm, their emotion is not 
grief but anger — in this case a very different 
thing. And there, alone in the joyous crowd, 
isolated from the sunshine and beauty, He 
only seeing th£ true meaning of Jthose white 
roofs below, Jesus wept. There wa« no 
doubt about His lonelinesS that day. * 

At first sight the Lazarus ^touy presents 
a far different spectacle. Few eyes were dry 
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► tjiig second time that Jesus wept. The details 
all paint to His intimate share in the grief of 
the others. First He had shown that lonely 
bravery of His in abiding two days still in the 
same place where lie was , and He had conje 
to the sisters at Bethany when the two days 
were past, to comfort them cgmerning their 
brother . He knows, too, why He has come, 
"for He had told the disciples, I go thdc I 
may atvake (Lazarus) out of sleep. TLo'gfave,- 
then, had no terror for Him. As He 'falked 
with Martha and later with Mary, just outside 
the town, He showed that serene confidence 
that marked Him out amongst menjsJbut 
when He had asked them where ‘they had 
laid the body, and the little procession had 
been formed to go to the grave, the t6ars 
of the Son of God are no longer withstrained, 
and Jesus wcpU But there is indeed a unique- 
ness, an isolation, about this grief.” Even 
the Jewish friends of the house perceived it, 
wondering why He wept since surely the Man 
which opened the eyes of the blind was as good 
as responsible for what had been. He was; 
that was one reason why He wept. 

The “ Reason Why” of thos§ tears of 
Jesus is a study in itself, and i? there is a 
sad heart anywhere, there is comfort here 
for it. • First, no doubt, Jesus did weep 
because He w^s responsible for most of the 
grief that da\. Conceive the cgfedness of 
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that little household i^ only the Master 3ja£ < 
come at once, ai^d, as with Simon’s wife’s 
mother, had laid His hands on Lazarus 
Hhat the fever might leave him! There is 
a world oi tender reproach in Mary’s Lord , 
if Thou hadst been %er£ my brother had ' not 
died.* (It is tffe old story, incidentally, of the 
loneliness of misunderstanding once again.) 
Yell it had all been deliberately done, as * 
deliberately as when God, without Whom no 
sJailvWf falls to the ground, quietly withdraws 
His H^nd. One of the *nost # moving of the 
stories in “ The Light Invisible ” shows us a 
steep descent to a bridge, a little boy at play, 
a runaway liorse, and then, like a flash, the 
vision of a Face entirely kind and of a Hand 
utterly tender, which, nevertheless, • thrusts 
the child beneath the wheels. How many, 
maybe, have been thrust these last few* 
months into* the path of the shell! We 
shrink from believing, sometimes, thaj; God’s 
Hand is over the torpedo and the mine; 
more, that God and not the Kaiser let loose 
the rod ruin of war. Did He? Well, that 
*is a big matter into which this is not the 
place to go*, but we can be sure of one thing 
if He did-— ttjat He 4id it with tears — of 
a necessity, lonely tears. This is a*new 
vision of God. Those wht) see it learn not 
to say, Lord , if Thou liadst >beei% here my 
brother had jnot *died^ Instea^ they seem to 
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tlieir Lord asking through tears: Is it 
well • with the child ? and p they make reply, 
It is well . 

Probe a little deeper. Jesus *wept noC" 
merely because of His sorrow at haviug 
caused the death, the'neSessary, advantageous 
death of the brother, but He wept quite 
truly because He bears our sorrows. We are 
distinctly told that the tears came when 1 He 
saw Mary and the Jews in such bifcSsr grief* 
The sorrow of that dear home beat 4f TK o‘n 
His human sojil arfd He knew just all that' 
it meant to see the grave close over love. 
But surely it was not only out of sympathy 
with the little group on the road^ ofitside the 
village of Bethany, that He wept ; rather, 
the flood of our common human grief carried 
all away before it, and that day Jesus shed 
"tears with every mourner who has ever made 
that sorrowful pilgrimage to where ’“dust is 
returned to dust as it was and it is left only 
to scatter a few flowers and to pray. Our 
dead are borne to the grave down a path 
marked by Jesus’ tears, yes, whether amid 
the thunder of guns, or in the swell of the 
sea, or through the crowded h&lf-forgotten 
memorials* of a great city cemetery. Even 
moxfi, surely it is comfort to think that 
where , the soul has gone out in isolation, 
and we h$ve .been grieved because we never 
knew, or at i^ast we yould net* be by to 
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least has wept. # J 
remember when first I thought of that% It 
was the bleakest of winter days in a big 
northern city, and the coldest of graveyards, 
little sheltered on the slope of a hill. Work- 
house officials carried the rough black coffin 
from, the chapel, where it had had to wait 
for a big affair in which it shared like a 
beggar at a feast. Only two mourners were • 
Visible^ woman who called herself wife and 
as (and her face showed it), and a little 
boy wIiq cried as much because the cold wind 
pierced £is borrowed coat as because his 
father 4vas dead. But, as I read the prayers 
above ihe grave, it dawned on me that 
Jesus had wept there, that maybe the tears 
He had shed here were richer than those He 
had shed yonder, not the least because we 
buried a prodigal who had returned. So I* 
read off, with* a strange exultation that made 
it a little hard to speak, a little hard, to see, 
but an exultation which is the prerogative of 
the Christian Faith and born of Jesus’ tears. 

But even again — and this is plain enough 
.when He wept over Jerusalem — our Lord had 
tears because the whole horror of the curse 
and the punishment was visible to Jlim. That 
fair city, how white and gold ; and yet #ever 
gathered beneath His Wings. White.? it was 
red with blood ; gold ? it was blaefc with sin ; 
and even He looked, the tench was cast 
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help, evefi there Jesus rat 
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f about her and not one sxone stood upofi another. 
60, too, at the grave of Lazarus, it was* not 
merely that Lazarus was dead. It was all 
that death meant that moved our Lorck 
Death is the very fruit of sin, as sin ih its 
essential nature is the Veiy opposite of life. 
Its trail^is all over the world because of our 
loss of that everlasting life Which is God’s, 
o and therefore will be ours. Death, of course, 
is not extinction, though we think apjl act "so. 
often as if it were ; rather it is the ^ring 
of soul and bo4y, which is why the paradox is * 
true that in Jesus on the cross God died. 
That division seemB to be necessary because 
we are compacted of weakness not subject to 
the law of God, which is the contagion, at least, 
of sin. .Man is, “of his own nature, inclined 
to evil, so that the flesh lusteth always 
contrary to the spirit,*’ and that lusting flesh 
is purged through the divine alchemy of 
corruption, while the spirit is purged in the 
place that God has prepared for it. That 
great Provencal entomologist, Jules Henri 
Fabre, has shown us how wonderfully certain 
of the common beetles, whose very food is 
putrescence and ordure and fahose very 
materials are of corruption and excrescence, 
faslifen not merely the food of their grubs and 
of themselves, but even their very burrows 
out of the Refuse of things. “ They elaborate 
. the waste matter of death,"* he oays, M in 
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order to restore it to lif^.” Wholly of the yle 
comes forth the iridescent being, the glcwvmg 
body, of the perfect insect. Surely that is 
in its way a parable of death. But just as 
• surety as it is the wonder of God that this 
sfiould be, so too it h w punishment that it 
should be necessary. Not otherwise than by 
grief and pain # and isolation and separation 
and corruption, can we come forth into life. 
\lile infi&itable law is written across the world. 
The and defenceless, the seeming 

innocen^ and pure, the l<§ver gaid the loved, 
all pJikc must pass through the valley of the 
shadow^of death. Not merely a Judas but a 
Lazarus, not merely the nameless outcast 
but the Very Christ, must tread that way. It 
is appointed unto men once to die . JSIpn that 
is born of a woman . . . eometh up and is 
cut down like a jloircr. Jesus icept. * 

Here then dre the essential elements of the 
loneliness of the grief of Jesus. They are 
additional, I think, to the more commonplace 
sorrow that was there in its way, the grief of 
losing one’s friends whiih is the real grief of 
^leath. Although Jesus knew that Lazarus 
would shortly live again in the flesh, still the 
poignancy 01 separation was there and that 
same feeling that we know as we stand b^ the 
grave, the feeling that not merely is this one 
dead, but that one by one our friends will all 
slip away,. %nd *we J,oo at the end, in our 
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gqjitude. It is the ^shadow of iihe Great 
Divider that we fear. Apd that day it lay 
on our Lord ; it deepened the shadow that 
was on Him, because He alone knew the real’ 
horror of death, because He shared so- 
uniquely the grief of aH about Him and the 
grief of the world as a whole, because it wap 
His to^have caused it as none other could 
cause, deepened it until the evangelist records 
again and again that He groaned in spirit, and 
finally found relief in human tears>»¥$ur$Ly 
He was afflicted mefi'e than any man , g man of 
sorrows and acquainted with grief, lonely in 
the excess of His pain. * 

It would bo well if this War taught us all 
to learn of the Master how to weep. It is a 
lesson < we all need to learn. Perhaps no 
experience in the ministry is more significant 
than the one repeated so frequently when a 
priest is called to comfort mourners and 
to try to bind up the broken-hearted. 
Talking recently the other day, an old 
servant of God, well known as a father among 
his people, gave liwo ..instances directly 
contrary the one to the other, of the effect c$ 
bereavement, and we all of us krtow their like 
well enough. Now the stroke of death seems 
to he the very “ Hand of God outstretched 
caressingly,” since there follow from it love 
and faith/md peace ; but, on the contrary, how 
often all tliref wither the to^ch of death ! 
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Even more commonly dbither the one nor Uig 
other takes places and that is almost worse 
than the last. No priest who has acted 
dhaplain t» a cemetery for any length of time 
dges not feel, if fye be a priest at all, the 
grimness of that procession that seems to pass 
unmdved thrc*\gh the chapel from day to day. 
The moment’s tears, half hysterical, often 
»^lhsh, possibly even hypocritical — this is no 
M$.y tfr. weep. Despairing tears, broken- 
hearted"' bears, these are not much better 
eithe/. »Let us ask JesCs to* teach us the 
secret of true tears. 

At tne outset He teaches us that our tears 

* 4 • 

should be shed much more out of sympathy 
for others than for ourselves, or, at least, that 
tears for others should mingle with our own. 
What a bond of sympathy would be knit # 
about tlje woijd if we remembered this ! what 
advance made in that inner kingdom of peace 
on earth and good \ a ill towards men that can 
grow even amid the thunder of guns and 
do so much towards lessening their power ! 
Recently a German paper published the 
following, which many must have read : — 

“ An exaltpd person has visited the tombs 
of our soldiers fallen in the months of August 
and September on the banks of the Oise^and 
found among many others Wo large mounds 
with wreaths of flowers laid on them. The 
first bore ‘the mscmption : ‘ Offered by the 
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y<*men of France to| the German soldiers, 
our •brothers in Jesus Christ.* A second 
inscription read : ‘ For the German soldiers,, 
our brothers in Jesus, dead far from their 
country, wept by their families. We 'pray 
for them.’ German* mothers will read, cer- 
tainly not without emotion^ • how France 
treats her sons fallen in the great.battle.” » 

It was in the spirit of Jesus that the 
Catholic mourners of France, as they Wept 
for their own dead, made inscripti^^'ET such 
as these, and it is that lesson that ia written’ 
over the scene at the graveside of, Lazarus. 
Such wide sympathy deepens and lessens 
grief at one and the same time.' It ‘deepens 
its healing powers, it lessens its sting ; as it 
ennobles those who weep, so it reaches* far 
out towards that great end when love shall 
be supreme in the Kingdom of God. 

Here let us stay a moment to think one 
further, thought. The tears of mourners 
should be shed for the dead, not that they 
are dead merely, but for the sin that has 
stained all life, and theirs with it. The deep 
note of penitence, and of vicarious penitence,* 
is one that belongs essentially to the mourn- 
ing of historic Christianity, ^nd one that is 
too often sadly missing where, for whatever 
reason* that Christianity is weak. Jesus 
teaches i\s not to omit it. We pray with 
tears, not indeed for the^alvUtion ^f the soul 
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that has passed — that ^s settled one way^nj 
the other ; but w% ought to pray with tears 
that the so little spiritual progress of the 
earthly lifp that is over may be made up 
quickly beyond, and that the stain and loss 
of. sin, which rests m %onle measure on nearly 
every soul, maj be continuously and increas- 
ingly blotted out by the action of the Precious 
Blt/od. “ Grant them, 0 Lord, eternal rest, 
and let* light perpetual shine upon them.” 
“TLanv^frem the pardon” — the full measure 
of pardoning restoration-*— “ that they have 
always desired.” 

Jes ito teaches us, too, how to weep trust- 
ingly. in the whole range of the Life of our 
Lord there is hardly anything to match the 
pathos of that scene by the grave. ♦ There 
stood the Son of Man, lifting eyes full of 
tears to the blue vault above Him, and pray- 
ing Father, I* thank Thee . No wonder that 
many of the Jews which came with Mawy and 
hud seen the things which Jesus did , believed 
on Him. Few could have looked into that 
tear-stained trusting face of His and gone 
#way unconvinced that here was the Son of 
God. That May, of course, He was trusting 
for the immediate quickening of thg body and 
for the immediate return of the soul, trussing, 
too, that He had been right* and not wrpng in 
waiting .forty-eight hours, and in doing all 
that He had. done. m But we, also, have the 
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lesson to learn. Aftcfr all Jesus must have 
stood by many graves apd not cried* with 
a loud voice to the dead to come forth, but 
He never stood, we may be surg, the less 
trusting for that. Since, in all His loneli- 
ness, He was never 'cdo\ie from the presence 
of the Father and never distrustful of His 
ultimate over-ruling, so, in the moments of 
crisis, He could fall back on that strength. 
It is that simple lesson which we have to 
learn again and again. Wh at evjii^ stroke 
falls from ttye Hand of the Fatlteiy that" 
Father ,1 thank Thee can convert it jnto bless- 
ing both for us and for those we loV\ He 
has His own purpose to work out. The life 
is not cut short ; life indeed never can be 
that. It has gone out and on, fuller, freer, 
abler. We should put upon the grave, never 
the broken pillar, but always the spreading 
cross, symbol of the meeting that has been, 
symbo^of the stretching vista of the years of 
enrichment in the Kingdom of the Christ. - 
Yet once more, it was courageously that 
Jesus wept. S. John njakes the earthly 
ministry of the Lord turn on that scene in 
Bethany. It was from that day forth that 
the Pharisees took counsel together for to put 
Jes^s to death. The thing, 4 they thought, 
must go no further, for all men will believe on 
Him , and henceforth there was a price on 
His head. Jesus knew^thai, agd*He knew, 
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moreover 1 , that there ^vas one in His vgrjr 
company who wopld take it though it «were 
only thirty pieces of silver. That day’s 
work closed His earthly activities in a great 
measure. Henceforth He walked no more 
openly among the Jeits, hut went thence into a 
country near » to the . wilderness, convenient, 
doubtless, for foncly prayer. But the thought 
of that had made no difference to His action , 1 
liad n<*fc checked His sympathetic tears. He 
Snew *po v i’eetly well that one has to press 
throughdears to the goal. * He was courageous 
enough \^hile He wept. 

Th* shadow of a terrible mourning rests on 
VJhrope, but* Jesxts is an example in it. Never 
were deaths so necessary as now, when all 
mem feel that right and justice have to be 
vindicated. Half central Europe will be a 
graveyard before all is done, and we have all 
to watcli our* best and bravest step down into 
it. What then ? Thank God there g,re end- 
less things far worse than death ; thank God 
death is little sorrow if men bravely die. 
Ten thousand v^o, for whatever reason, 
.know little enough and practise less, of the 
repealed religion, are stepping into the pre- 
sence of God with a better record # than if war 
had never been. Besides, Christendom^itself 
is purged by blood. Men will look oaqh other 
in the ♦face, bolder and freer whey the price 
has been* paid,* thgrn if it had never been . 
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asfyed. Right— the right of nations and of 
men-*-what is it when the business of 'the 
world to get and gain presses harshly on us ? 
but weigh it in the balances against the lives? 
of lads who die to serve, and it is a rich and 
noble thing. Courage then, ye that weep now. 
Tears are worth while. Blessed tare they that 
mourn fay they shall he comforted. t , 
r Just this remains, as we turn away from 
Bethany. Our Blessed Lord calls us 1*) com- .* 
pany with Him in His temptations , Jm bear a 
part in His labours, find fellowship, in His 
cross, and all these we strive to dp. They .' 
carry with them the blessedness of fellowship, 
which is the joy of them that fear Him, b&t 
some belong to one and some to another, to * 
all, perhaps, in part, to few in whole. But 
there is one companionship which is open to 
fis all. It is when the Lonely Man calls us 
to share His tears. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE •LONELINESS OF THE PASSION 

Tn two* great scenes the loneliness of Jesus 
reaches climax, two, because one concerns 
'more* especially His loneline^p among men 
‘while the # other, possibly the most profound 
. o • all .the traditional sayings and doings of 
’Cat Lofd, gives us a glimpse into the mystery 
of the uhion of the human with the divine, 
and is wholly Godward in its attitude. The 
first of these is the agony in the garden of 
Gethsemane, and with it we are concerned* 
here. That wonderful night, indeed, of the 
Last Supper, the High Priestly Prayer, the 
i*trayal, the Arrest, and, as the morning 
dawns, the Judgment, might seem to have 
little room for so .wholly a human aspect of 
pur Lord’s life, and yet that of which the 
evangelists 'give us from time to time some 
glijnpse, is here seen distinctly portrayed. 

Jesus seems always to have longec^ for 
human companionship. Ho early established 
that littje band of servants who became friends 
(jor the servant *krto±vcth not what his master 
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doqfh, but ye know). ? Out of them He chose . 
tkree to share the intimacy of the . mount of 
Transfiguration, sealing their lips afterwards . 
for a time ; to witness the tenderness of thari 
sick- visit to the house of Jairus ; and to ac- 
company Him into the'more hidden of the 
secret places of the Garden of Qlives. Even 
out of tfi^ three He chose the one who seemed 
especially “ the beloved apostle,' ” to lean uptm 
His breast, when, having loved IBs own which • 
were in the world , lie loved them unfair the end . 
And even this ,18 not all. Bethany ia eilougli ’ 
to show how the Sacred Heart of our Saviour * 
went out towards sympathy and lov%Jiow 
He, Who could not share with the foxes thfflif 
holes nor with the birds of the air the'ir nests, 1 
loved to» linger, when lie could, in the warifith 
of a home. But such indications are in a 
sense rare. At least, as we watch oi^r Lord, 
we feel more the isolation of His position 
among jnen, and that He is so much the*" 
Helper and Comforter that there is littfe 
room for Him to be helped and comforted. 
And yet Gethsemam? shows us exactly that 
He craved for this. It shows us Jesus long*# 
ing after human companionship, human 
sympathy, % even human help v and it shows 
us |esus denied them all and going, the 
Lonely. Man, His Sonely way into the valley 
of the shadow of death. • 

S. Matthew, with one touch fren* S. Mark, 
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draws the completed picture of that houj; of 
peculiar need. Jgsus tias looked — how -wist* 
fully ! — at His disciples, and the pathos of 
His All ye* shall he offended because of Me this 
rtjglit had aroused the hot, eager, dear passion 
of S. Peter’s Yet* will 'flat I. They had all 
*caught that* eagerness from him. Loyal 
enthusiasm had never run so high* as when 
the little band left the city for the last time.* 
One cmn almost see them in the narrow 
streets < l ^ween the high white houses, lit by 
’ the silver radiance of the fateful moon coming 
to. its full, as they press about Him and 
whisper eagerly to one another in the 
dinner of "aroused and excited men. But 
'when they are at the place, Jesus separates 
Hfs three. Surely it would be hardly wrong to 
imagine that He still hoped that these three 
at least^ might prove stronger away from thS 
half-hysterical eagerness of the rest. Anyw r ay 
He said to the remainder, Sit ye hcrf while I 
and pray yonder , and passed on . Then the 
Son of Mary began to be sorrowful and very 
heavy ; questionings, fears, distrusts, pressed 
•in upon Him ; He must watch, surely because 
He, too, was entering into temptation; but 
He longs no*t to have to watch alqne. Watch 
with Me, says the sorrowful Master. Qnly a 
stone's cast away, He fails to prayer; and 
then, almost as if He too found it .not always 
the easiest •thihg tp be comforted by prayer,- 
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c He r comes back to the sharers of Ilis vigil for 
the companionship He .needs. Weary/ op- 
pressed, sad, He stands and watches them — . 
sleep. What, Peter , could ye not watch with 
Me one hour ?- . . . 

Back once more ‘under the olives, tHe 
whisper of the sublime prayer is hfeard' 
again. Perhaps He had learned* from the 
•sleeping disciples to change the let this ctitrp 
l mss of His first prayer to the If it map not of • 
His second, to lean, that is, still Ji^rder oh 
the will of the .Bather ; but the Son .of •Man 
finds even that couch hard now. It is as, if 
He cannot rest. Who can say wha-fc^He 
wanted to get from His disciples of cbmfofTT 
and of help, but at least He is back again 
seeking it. Yet He comes this second tithe 
again in vain. S. Peter, who would die with 
Him, cannot watch with Him, and as for the 
two who thought they would be able to drink 
of His Clip — ah, well, they knew not what they 
asked. Even then, when He awakens theiff' 
so tenderly once more, with heavy eyes, as 
S. Mark tells us, they ieist nqt what to answer 
Tim , and without the comfort of a human* 
word, the Lonely Man goes back again to 
pray. Goes back this time to the sweat, as it 
were great drops of blood falling down to the 
ground goes back to pray yet more earnestly ; 
goes back to the victory supreme because so 
.lonely, and to the gathering o£ that sure 
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cdurage which carried His weary soul w\j<h- 
out a falter to th§ Cjrcfes, without a stucubfe 
to the crown. 

• Yet, as %e turn the pages of the record, or 
watch the unfolding of the drama scene by 
serene, we^n never Ibr^et that Jesus sought 
for human sympathy. It is the remembrance 
of this that does more than anything else to 
preserve the human pathos of the Passion . 1 
If it \wre not for that seeking, we might 
bb almost tempted to forget that He was 
man *Wbo stood so heroic e*nd unbending 
.befpre tfye Sanhedrim, Who looked kingly 
enougji crowned with thorns or nailed to the 
Gj»ss tt) win even there the testimony of the 
governor, the homage of the centurion and — 
best of all— the allegiance of the thief. If it 
were not for this, we might perhaps banish 
the tears which make it so hard to see thenf 
carry the white, drained body to the tomb, 
knowing as we do what waits it thei;e. But 
t^they set the guard and seal the stone, as 
the terrified apostles gather in the upper 
room, as Mary’s h^art, stored with the secrets 
gf the thirty years, breaks with its sorrow, 
this seems tb be the crushing, pitiful remem- 
brance, that tl esus, in the hour of His bitterest 
need, looked for some to have pity and fouyd no 
man , neither found lie any to comforjt Him . 
Instead lie found them sleeping . AJd the dis- 
ciples fors$ofy dNrn ynd fled . Peter began to 
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cu%se and to stvear , saying , I know not the 
mam * ( # 

Now the Incarnation is robbed of its truth 
and loses its value if it has not eternal echoes 
in the life of God and men. Just as tfye 
Christian religion w6ul& fie no hotter than 
the Jewish if it merely looked Mck to gome* 
distant jjaanife station, no matter .whether of 
►the Tabernacle in the Wilderness or of the 
Cradle in Bethlehem, or if it relied for«revela-- 
tion only upon some written record^jao matter 
whether of the Jables of Stone or of the Treat- 
ises of S. Luke, so God would be t no more 
made manifest to Christians than tot Jews 
if there were not some correspondence be- 
tween the experience of the disciples with' 
the Jesvs of the Gospels, and the experience 
of Christians with the Christ of the Church. 
That there is such correspondence is the great 
message of historic Christianity. Chrysostom 
tells us t in the very words, to look upon the 
altar for that same Body which shepherds 
worshipped in the cradle of Bethlehem ; 
Ignatius of AntiocJ ),*while yet the apostolic 
memory glowed amongst men, that there lay 
the Flesh which was formed in tne womb of 
Mary. So, too, a golden chain of words, 
whieji cannot pass away , though the heaven 
and eaj;tli be rolled up like a scroll, links the 
message of the priest to the penitent with 
.that of Jesus to the man sick of *the palsy. 
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lie Son* of Man ■^as sent, in the Spirit, 
havipg poiver on e<wtk to forgive dm ; • anTl 
when the Son oJ Sian sent, in the same 
’Spirit, Hi^ disciples as the Father hath sent 
Me, He indicated of all their powers this in 
particular Whosesoever sins ye forgive, they are 
forgiven them . It is the same, too, with His 
teaching. .Vox Corporis, vox Capias. He 
that hear eth you, hear eth Me. Go ye, teach . . • 
Im, J ayi ivith yon always, even unto the end of 
the worth. 

So* Jipus Christ is link sam^ yesterday, to - 
; day, and Jor ever, and, being the same, Ho 
still h^,s need of human help and sympathy. 
I!* stifl leaves His disciples, saying Watch 
with Me* and He still comes again and finds 
them sleeping, because, as it chance^, man, 
like his Master, is very much the same to-day 
as yesterday. Hard as it may be to under* 
stand, it? is always a weakness and a danger 
to say, “You cannot press the details,” or, 
■'“jfou can speak only in a mystical sense.” 
Mystical soon comes to mean unreal, and if 
you do not press the details, the picture is 
soon so blurred that it moves no one, inspires 
no one, shames no one. Hard and pitiless 
forms of Christianity have strewn Christendom 
with wreckage from excuses sucll as these. 
Ultimately men come to forget what it means 
that the Word was made Flesh, and that He 
abideth faijhful ;* and to forget that, is to forget , 
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tkg very essence of thl Faith tk&t turned 
fhe world upside down j 
Let us just see, very simply, how the great 
sorrow of that night under the olives can be 
realized again and again. The truth is ®that 
the thirst of Jesus Christ fdr the souls of men 
survived the cross and the tomb, and that lie 
Who %j;jll lives in His Bod/ the Church 
• is always consumed by that same desire. 
That Body of His is, on the one hajid* in-/ 
spired by His Spirit, and on the other con- 
ditioned by our humanity. It lias simply* 
been God’s plan that it should be so. It has - 
been His plan that, long as He may to hold 
the water of life to parched lips in England, 
in Africa, in China, He has chosen to do so 
only when human endeavour is pressed into 
His service, and human hands and feet and 
^ips lent to Him. On the other hand, it has 
been His plan to clothe such endeavour with 
power frpm, on high, and to make it possible 
that the coming of such human messengers ■* 
should be no less than the coming of the 
Christ S. Peter was given the keys of the 
Kingdom of Heaven, and it was indeed 
S. Peter who opened Heaven to the lame man 
at the Beautiful Gate, and who shut it to 
Sim^n Magus. And yet it wate not, for in- 
stance, S. Peter’s shadow merely that healed 
the sick, for the shadow of S. Peter was the 
, shadow of his Lord. Be it kn/jwri^ ay to you all 9 
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and to alt the people w Israel, that by the ncyne 
of Jgsus Christ of lyatareth, Whom ye cruci- 
fied, Whom God raised from the dead , even by 
Him, doth tjiis man stand \ here before you whole . 

H£re, then, are tlie two sides. The Bishop 
oj Lond^i^ spoke % r#ceiltly of “The Christ 
with* the botyud hands,” and with bound 
hands does^Jssus of Nazareth walk &till the 
streets of half the world. No little crippled 
child isu born of sin into a world of woe in 
Hoxton.*hu£ Jesus drinks again of a cup that 
may not^pass away — though ip the end the 
.will of the Father, that not one of these little 
ones qjionld perish , shall be done, and that 
jusi because "He drinks the cup. No maimed 
and half-blind soul is made to stumble some- 
where off Piccadilly, but a Judas has betrayed 
his Lord again for a few pieces of silver. No 
boastful but frightened disciple sits by a fire’ 
in Mayfair when Jesus is called in question, 
and denies Him at the test, but onc£ again 
*tbftt Master is wounded more deeply than by 
Roman or by Jew, in the house of His friends. 
And even more, nowhere is deliberate sin 
fanned and plotted and performed, but 
some one ha T s ridden by the Cross on Calvary 
and stabbed Jesus mockingly to the heart. 

Jesus, then, turns ever to His disciples jvith 
that request of His that they should watch , 
and 0119 of the world’s greatest sorrows is 
that often/ tptteHy pften, He goes away, the 

IT 
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Lonely Man. I think /He steps with His 
request into the life of hvery one most vividly 
once at loast. You can, if you like, call it 
vocation, and say that His coming is tbs 
dawn of a sense of duty, of a call to servp. 
Quite certainly the tva&hing thajvnle asks 
may be of infinite variety — of fi gunnel* by 
his gunftj of a woman by her 1iu§band, of a 
•priest where the Sacraments are set, of*a 
religious in the hidden cell that is dbsei to 
Gethsemane than any other spot # Jlie • world 
can show. It«is abvays His watch *thart He 
asks us to share, a watch that He .will keep, 
in His stricken Heart no matter what do ; 
but you may bo sure, as He comes, that Ja&us 
longs still for human help just th5re. Yet 
the eyes of His disciples are more often than 
not heavy still. Then He goes lonely away. 

4 If nothing else happens, I thinly at least 
wo ought to put it into our religious life to 
grieve with Jesus for this, time and again, 
with the very real intention of sharing Hi$ 
sorrows and of comforting Him. Some may 
think such devotion* too full of passion to 
suit English religion, but that is a very grept 
mistake. England had passion" and tender- 
ness enough in her religious life once, and 
please Goa she shall have it* again. Wliat 
we fear sometimes is the simple humanity 
of it all. ^ But that is surely wrong.* Chris- 
. tianity is human precisely because it is the 
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Religion of the Goca made Man, and the»e # is, 
a time value an£ jejftlity in our sorrcfty for 
the sorrows of the Sacred Heart. Lent is 
th^best all times for this, Good Friday, 
paturaliy, the b^t of all days. We should 
aim a{V\#erug to # Jesus our own devotion 
-and* love; then our penitence that, in the 
test of litp, it has so often proved a weak 
«nd faithless thing; then our resolve thatf 
. by "Hi# grace we will not fail Him again. 
But do not then go away. Consider those 
boufid Hands in ten thousand cities and 
. villages r , of the world at home and abroad, 
and sorrow for them. Consider that thirst 
fo ip love, that has gall offered it in the very 
' city in which you pray, and comfort Him. . . . 

• • 

“ A broken heart, a fount of tears, 

Ask, and thoy will not bo denied ; 

Lord Jiostfk, may wo love and weep 
* Sinco Thou for us art crucified.” 

• But Gethsemane teaches us* two great 
lessons which may help us, humbling though 
both of them are. There is no doubt, in the 
first place, that the difoiples failed our Lord 
<that day; but there is no doubt, also, that, 
dospite their failure, they did not cease to 
have a pari; # to play in the cording of His 
Kingdom. The three who slept then* that 
night were to lead the forlorn hope of the 
Christian religion in Rome, centre of imperial 
worldline$s«5 in*Epiiesus, a centre of the false 
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‘«a$d*sensual faith of the rid ; in Jerusalem, 
the Centre of externati^n . and the failing 
cradle of the best that had been. Rome was 
to give strength, Ephesus love, Jerusalem 
the sense of worship, to ^he new religion^, 
and the three sleepers wire to be jj^finstrm 
ments for bringing such treasures to it. c 
It is j#st the message of the Old .Testament 
retold in the New, less harshly, more beauti® 
fully, but retold. David has taught th?i world 
contrition, who failed so badly ojj t\ie> rool 
of his palace ki the sun; Jacob, the tfiean 
and grasping Jew, was yet builded .into the 
ladder by which Jesus came into the «orld 
in process of time; Jonah, who fled # beMre 
his vocation, lias yet turned back *to God 
more th&n dwelt in Nineveh ; yes, and mahy 
prophets too. In the same way men fail 
to-day. How many priests would h^ve gone 
crying through the wilderness of Africa and 
the East, if they had not been tempted by 
the love of case, or of learning, or of^a 
woman, to sit still ! Yet these do draw 
men to God where thSy be. * How many men 
and women have heard the Saviour call few* 
watching where watching will mean almost 
the sweat of blood — the anger of parents, the 
loss ctf name, the shame of the world’s scorn — 
and their places a*e empty in the sisterhood 
or the religious order to-day ! Yet tfeey are 

'on God’s side in the conflict; where they be. 
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• How many are b 4 dden to sympathy yitli 
labour who prefer the#home to the club or the' 
curb; to this or that employment when, with 
troutje and no shame, they can take an 
easier one ; to some task which is done a 
little le&r than best dor the want of an hour’s 
more watching! Yet all these are servants 
somewhere still. They have comejmck by 
4rhe road of S. Peter’s tears — of penitence 
and pmyer. There is no other road, and 
though it is a hard one, it leadeth into 
life. • . • # 

ft may be that some of us are among 
these; indeed, there is little doubt that at 
some time o*r another, more or less, we have 
all been found asleep because our eyes were 
hdavy. That God can use less than the 
perfect instrument is a word of cheer ; but 
it is of greater cheer still that, after all, Ifc 
did not fail that day, that the cup has been 
drained to tlio bottom, and that we can come 
in again, as it were, and perhaps not fail 
again. That is a lesson some men never 
learn, because it, is sc full of humiliation. 
Tf does not do not to learn it, because one 
may fail too often, or the Master call His 
servants for* the settling of accounts before 
we have got £o work at all ; but # once learnt 
there is great cheer in it. God has His 
purpo^ for the world, and He is working 
His purpose out year succeeds to year. 
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^Thsfcjk night in Gethsemane, it was the drain- 
ing of a cap that needed f to, be drained, And 
One alone could drain it, though He asked 
for help the while. He was denied* the hejp* 
but the cup was drained. So the gr&aj; 
Heart of God, wounded** and torn 4iowever« 
much it be, beats still beneath the breast-* 
plate up#n which are written the, names of 
flis people, and ultimately *che armies of the 
redeemed shall cross Jordan to the Premised 
Land. How many days of battle and distress 
lie ahead we dp not know. Only we know 
the warfare still wages, that it is vigtorioijs, 
and that we may yet rise, though we t 4a.ve 
been wounded, and take our place fn ifre 
ranks. We may even win there a place not 
far from* the one we ought to have filled, and 
even for us there is still laid up a crown 
that fadeth not away. % 

Only it is sad that Jesus has not many 
friends, und*of these, few who have not slep& 
an hour now and again. He seems to fee 
always a stone’s throw away — the Lonely 
Man. 



CHAPTER VIII 


THE LONELINESS OF THE CROSS 

No study of the loneliness of Jesus Christ 
Vould 6e, in any sense at all, complete, unless 
it tcfok account ox that supreme mystery ,of„ 
lopeline f ss which is our first thought, ih all 
probability, the moment the subject is men- 
tie*ied. But here, where the wisest and the 
Holiest liave laid down their pens, and yet 
here, face to face with a mystery # that no 
one lover of the Christ does not wish to 
unravel^ how shall we proceed ? Wo a»e 
brought right up against the supreme marvel 
the Atonement, and the Cross gf Christ has 
an appeal to the heart of the sinner which 
triumphs over the difficulty of its under- 
standing, and which, in one sense, disarms 
inquiry on the part of any one who has 
found it tfo be true. The Cross calls for 
living, not fbr explaining. It is God’s great 
appeal to ouf sin-stricken need a Saviour, 
and it remains a challenge to the wisdoln and 
pride pf the world. It is as if Almighty God 
Hung His*g^ge down upon the world, for never 
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did His power make greater demonstration* 
1 of fljmself, or His wisdom more greatly defy 
the inquiry of men. In Some African village 
the Cross proves itself the power pf % God yitj) 
salvation over century-long inherited weak- 
ness, incredible temptation, Satanic inter- 
ference, and all for one who cannot write his- 
name iJ^r read a book ; in some ^University 
«study, the Cross proves itself inscrutable te 
the best that the student can bring to bear 
upon it, and remains, for him, the stumbling- 
-block, the scandal, (if S. Paul. All, well, "it is 
the did jealousy of God : men insist on being 
saved by the intellect ; God that He^ph&ll 
save first and instruct afterwards, ‘“Cndo 
ut intellegam,’ , cried the old scholaV-saint‘: 
I believq that I may know ; nor is the modern 
theologian* very different in principle who 
says: “ Doubtless I might bo happier, could 
I feel myself a man of the new dogmatic, not 
* essentially a sinner/ But I cannot. I haw»^ 
this burden, like Christian in the storj% a»d 
I cannot roll it off except at the foot of the 

Cross. . . . What must I do to be saved? 

* 

Alas ! I know that I can do nothing. . . . , 

* 

‘ Nothing in my hand I bring* 

Simply to Thy Cross 1 clin^.’ ” 

Ourdifficulties about Calvary all arise from 
the simple fact that that Mount is where God 

* Dr. Figgi^. 
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• meets with men — here, that is, the inscruta- 
bility of the Infinite fleets the inquiry af the - 
merely finite. Tlie saving power of the Cross 
results irqjn the fact that God and man meet 
^here, bui that implies God’s side and man’s 
.side anti the lash c«f ottr understanding with 
His: The ge of man's wusdom is a long 
one. We have be<m given intellect, t)*c power 
«ef synthesis andjmf inquiry, unique amon^ 
created* things, and yet, range far as it will 
there. i§ a limit placed to our power. Some- 
where, sooner or later, «we fyid the border^ 
land upon which no finite thing nmf go, 
and across which begins the untrodden 
fatinehs of the infinite understanding of 
God. That borderland draws us all like a 
nfagnet. There is a strange joy in strain- 
ing to pass its invisible barrier, and no one 
who thinks at all does not know it. Only to 
stand on a hill-top and allow one’s mind to 
*§ach out and up towards space, is^to reach 
that mysterious region very soon. My mind 
insists that the wild flight of the miles through 
space must find an end somewhere; and yet 
$*en in the moment of that insistence it 
denies that there can be an end, for there 
must be soniething upon the other side ! So, 
under the clohds and the stars, the puny civil 
war goes on, and a mav, wdth his under- 
standing, tries to encompass God. And this 
is exactly* t^e difficulty, ultimately,* of all our. 



oio6 v THE LONELINESS OF CHRIST 

* i % 

theological problems. Free-will — how I know 
*Phawe*it! Determinism— how certainly I 
insist that it must belofig ' to God ! Sin — 
how little can I deny its shame apd powerj 
Omnipotence — how imperatively do I ascribe 
it to God ! In each Casa a battle joins. In 
each case our minds are on th§ borderland. 
Maybe When this mortal puts on immortality, 
^this finite will range further into tlie infinite 
— maybe! In that day we shall seejiirther 
into the Cross, too ; well, the further We see; 
«..nertainly the more v&e shall adore. # 4 

Odr great difficulty in regard to the Cross 
is easily expressed. It is so hard h»-eee 
why anything at all was required for (Jod 
to be able to forgive us, so still more hard 
to see fiow the death of the Man Christ 
Jesus can affect my sinful soul. That 
death will, indeed, of course, inspire me 
to sorrow and to effort, but there are ten 
thousand* deeds recorded in the worldiib 
history which inspire me to that. Besides, 
that does not touch sin. If I am weak and 
dying with disease, something may inspire 
me to bear it, to make some great effort 
despite it, but no amount of inspiration wHF 
give me back my health. Whai divine 
alchemy thctu was Jesus about c fa the Cross ? 
What' terrible restraint — if it was so — held 
back the infinite love of God ? Why wps the 
Precious Iffood necessary fpr one of t»he other ? 
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•And why did that consummation have tc^be 
whicji Jesus expressed when He cried, JElot, 
Elm , lama sabachtlidm ? 

. . TjVe havg seen the pathos, the beauty, the 
ponder, the inspiration of the loneliness of 
Jesus ; we a it, to see n6w its necessity. We 
rnutft not exfaeet to understand all about it — 
to grasp it # altogelffier with our intellects and 
<0 “ comprehend’ But we must try to 
. “ apprehend ” — to lay the hands of faith and 
love upon it — ere we pass from our study of 
the LonnljTMan. • # 

Let u$ reflect for a moment, iirst (ft' all, 
upon what sin essentially is. Our difficulty 
witfi Regard to sin is precisely this, that as 
' smners*we can never fully appreciate what 
sfri is, because contact with it lias blinded our 
eyes. Our spiritual nerves have been dulled 
to a seyse of its horror, so that whereas we 
say what i 1 is, we do not feci about it as God 
*4aels. Those great Saints who have come 
very near to God give us something of a clue, 
as when S. Augustine, for example, looks back 
over his life anc^ is horror-struck by sins of 
childhood that almost draw from us a smile. 
S. Augustine has not been made childish or 
hysterical By holiness ; nothing is further 
from that so* great a statesman # and sy pro- 
found a thinker ; rather bis spiritual under- 
standing has been quickened to a sensitiveness 
which is wholly* foreign to us. We*can see the 
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sai^io thing in the New Testament and S. Paul, 
" —that vivid language Ye hope not yet resisted 
unto blood , striving against sin ; that beating 
and scourging of the apostle’s bod$ to keep it 
under control ; that cry of a great soul Oh 
wretched man that I afn ! •' Even more, in the 
necessity of a divine interpos ; tion for* the 
birth o£the Saviour and Fis Mother, we can 
.glimpse for a moment the e\ sential antipathy 
of God to sin. God would have no contact 
at all with sin— God in the overwhelming 
-majesty of that light which no man can 
approach unto; sin in the spreading contagion 
and death of deliberate rebellion against Hilh. 
The thing is as impossible as is the contact 
of white-hot steel and drops of water, without 
the annihilation of the nature of one or tile 
other. 

“ So sin, in which we are involved, presents 
this terrible problem of irreconcilability in its 
primary and simplest aspect. Wonderfully 
and interestingly, it does not much matter 
how wo come to be involved in it ; and, even 
more startlingly, if amian should decline to 
admit it because he does not understand 
or, by habitual pacification of the ‘spirit, fail 
to feel any need of delivery from it, then 
there is no heed for such an one to go any 
further, because, Christ is no concern of his. 
They that are whole have no need of a physician . 
1 came not to call the right *>-out . There again 
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is' a 'deep ii^the mystery of Christ. Sych 

• words do not, of necessity, condemn * btft 
they pass over. Vlfat the future may be of 

•the^soul t^at is not aware of sin, is hidden 
‘ fyom us ; what is % revealed is the Cress for 
Chose who a^ weaey find heavy laden and 
need rest for ftheir souls . There are enough 
of such to employ: the energies of j^ligion, 
and Christ would^fave died if there had been* 
buLorif?,* Yet as we pass to this problem of 
itrecToncEability — we, who stagger and groan 

• beneath . tl?e weight of *sin, # it is well ta 
.romembe^ that Christ came to men whfl did 
noifeel it, precisely in order that they might. 
He ^aW loss ahead for which ^so great a risk 
aS His rejection by one and another was well 
worth while. We have to leave it git that. 
If I had not come , they had not had sin t but now 
they have no cloak for their sin. If I had nod 
done among them the works which none other 

mmn did , they had not had sin : but yow have 
they both seen and, hated both Me and My Father . 

It is our Lord’s next words to this in S. 
John which give the key to His Passion and 
Hjg great Dereliction. They hated' Me without 
a cause. At? we look at that wonderful life, 
its complete* absence of offence is its most 
marked characteristic. Jesus went about 
doing good. Each step o£ His earthly road 
added |o the number of those who owed Him 
life, to the Ji^t of .those who had everj^ reason to. 
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loyp Him and none whatever to \ate ; and yet 

* d&ch.Btfcp brought Him iiearpr to an inevitable 
conclusion at the Cro6s. He raised no 
standard like Judas Maccabseus, pf political 
revolt; He was no abolitionist, like S. P&uJ, 
of the law of Moses; 0 He was no “ Puritan/' 
to rouse the despairing hatred* of the fkllen 
and pQ*»r. Yet Pilate condemned Him, the 

* Pharisees accused Him, anctethe rabble shouted 
against Him. Never was such, tenderness, 
such humility, such courage, such love — 

* never such a display of all that calla out the 
devotion of men, yet never, in a true sense, 
was the whole established order of things* so 
aroused as when Jesus came to Golgc^ha. 
The very thieves who were crucified With Him 
reviled Him ; the very disciples denied or 
fled. 

e And when you ask why, tho reason is so 
plain. Everything that Jesus did was the 
very antithesis of the ordinary. His wh«L 
life was one great accusation, although 
Pie never accused. It is visible at every turn, 
with good and bad, with high and low. Why 
did the disciples, the brave S. Peter, fife? 
Because their methods were all wrong, , and 

* I moan that, to the end, our Lord worshipped iff the 
Temple, paid tithes, and insisted on obeuience to Levitical 
and l!)«uteronomic rules. He never, e.g ., denounced 
Circumcision or the lito. The hands of the Keepers of 
the Law wore hold for this very thing, that He ne^er broke 
.its essential mandates. 
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•they were ds^ed and condemned the morq^nC 
the $ight method was # thrust upon ttfem. It 
was sin that hacf always met injustice with 
t^ sword, that had set generations of men on 
tjie wrong path towards the abolition of evil. 
*S. Peter’s sword tr&en*from his hand, and 
.the ’sword 34 Christ’s surrender thrust into 
it instead^ he fims. The human £*nd the 
ordinary breaks ^fown, condemned, and jtisU 
for, tliifi reason, because it was wrong. So 
.tyitfr UCrod ; what turned him into a heast, 
lustful Cruelty again si an # innocent, and 
even reegpeiled him to Pilate? Simply that 
siiint Jesus, Whose very silence — wordlessness 
befgrtf guilt so unutterable — stabbed its accu- 
sation to his very heart, wounefed him as it had 
wounded Pilate, and gave them the bpnd of a 
common hate. Thus came Jesus to Calvary, 
thrust there, inevitably, by friend and foe 
alike, bec;yise the world into which He had 
^me bad only two alternatives,in % the face 
of a tiling so foreign to its own nature. It 
had to turn itself upside down and crown 
Him King with unlimited sway, or it had to 
cast Him out. $ had to slay itself, or Him ; 
it is the divine paradox that in slaying Him 
it^&ent the Speediest way to slaying itsidf. 

Yet Jesus • was Man Who hmi taken our 
nature upon Him, and stirred in a human 
womb, and lain feeble in a mother’s arms-; 
One Who, l^ad Jeanaed obedience, Ttoo, out of 
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fy;h^, lesson books which we blqjeh and tear 
though^hey contain all that is necessary for 
the lesson. But we ar & disobedient children , 
He, the Son of the Highest , and this is .tlje 
secret of the Atonement : that Jesus was the 
first and the last of the skpns of men to tread 
our earth unstained by the tphch of dis- 
obediei^e or rebellion whi^h is sin ; that God 
,saw every sword uplifted^ time and again 
against His Majesty by the sons fit. men, 
buried for once in a human heart; and “that 
j?very pain endured through countless years 
by Himself as the outraged Father of a 
prodigal world, was shared by th%,,M^-n 
Christ Jesus. Once that was consummated, 
once the last stab had gone home 'and the 
torturedheart remained faithful, a new thing 
was done under the sun. A link was forged 
between earth and heaven. God wopld look 
again upon the earth and see one spot where 
it was goftd. * 

So the eyes of our wondering devotion turn 
to the climax of Calvary to see that con- 
summation reached. „ The dread process by 
which the earth rejected Jesus slowly wricks 
itself out step by step and line bjr line. He 
is sp*H upon and crowned with the thorn:; of 
the curse, that earth may hurt Him with her 
own shame. He „is declared innocent hut 
too good to live, and her own justice i$ flung 
.into the glare of truth to show its rottenness. 
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•He is scoured with the whip of the sjave 

that, she may dei^e^n, if she can, Jfrhe olfe 
kingly soul thaf there has ever been. He 
ia .hustled* and jostled out into the street, 
(pushed to her stones, flung from her gates, 
Tfor He has i?o pa*t fn her evil life. All 
►liatfeds unifo that they may together hate 
Him — the # hatredaf the artisan, the#soldier, 
•the priest, the Outcast, the king and th$ 
goreraowr. He is lifted upon the Cross that 
■iarTL may proclaim that she knows Him no 
morS, and the very skies ljide their facy* 
Oh, whij^and ruddy Lord against thaffblack 
mr ever man lonely as Thou ? 

But He is earth — she cannot escape Him ! 
He is Man ; He is of the soil, too. He has 
sfept with the foxes, and knelt upon the 
flowers, and eaten bread and meat, and 
tasted ^ine. There never was man like 
Jesus, in Whose veins the nature of humanity 
x&n undiminished by the naturu oi the devil 
(which' is sin). Willingly, gladly, freely, for 
a lifetime, He has carried our sorrows, and 
made friends w^tb publicans and sinners. 
Ha is the lover of the harlot, the companion 
of the. drunkard, the fit company for thieves. 
HSShas never, even, tried to hide it \8 we 
do.^He has # never pulled His skirt aside in 
the road and said that He at least Ras no 
share jm that . Bather He has even said that 
humanity* bred, tl^it, and that He sharea 
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/huipanity, and therefore sharqpe its shame.* 
'i*or reason He h^ts ^Jaid hands 04 the 
leper ; Who is He that Ke should not ? He 
is even about to die, because de^th is .Jibe 
common lot of man and Jjje will share th^t 
as He shared sealdifig tears, and gnawing' 
hunger, and the weariness of utt^f exhaustion. 
Never, $ien, since the ea^th rolled through 
$pace, did so truly a Son\f Man stand out* 
from her as here, and it was His “ gerereus 
love ” that He should be taken as of ''her' 
d as part of^her.to the end — t # hai “ gene- 
rous fove ’* 


“ . . . that He who srriote 

I11 Man for man the foe. 

% 7 
The double agony in Man 

For man should undergo.” 

So, being made sin for us, He shared in 
that hiding of the Father’s Face \ykich is 
the essential horror of sin. That day, as 
other days, .God’s countenance was turned-* 
away from the earth because of its iniquity, 
and it will not be turned back till Calvary 
is over. My God , My God s cries Jesus, why 
hast Thou forsaken Me ? I believe that i% a 
great sense He was voicing the* experience 
of fjis life, an experience borne hitherto 
by the Man^of Sorrows in the Silence of His 
Heart! No doubt ,it was intensified on ^Cal- 
vary, but the Lonely Man, Who is rejected 
.by earth 'because He is sinless., is rejected 
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' by God # bemuse He is sin. Oh, Jtmutyeij 
' able, paradox of Ldv£ ! Oh, triumplKif tne 

• wonder of His fonsliness ! Jesus renounces 

• fjjg inheritance because He wills to inherit, 

§nd He is renounced by His inheritance 

"because He ; hek. • At that ninth hour 
** 

} JeSus our fyrnl is unutterably alone in the 
wide range of all l^iat is. • ( 

• Ai that* ninth -nour, too, the battle of Hi$ 
l^aaelin^ss is finally and for ever won. The 

di*)p of the cup is drained then ; the 
last pang buffered, and" tjie rejection of Hii#, 
ttfe Sinless One, by sin, complete. Ifb has 
the end of the weary road, and taken 
the»fftiaJ step, though it cost in anticipation 
iThe swetvt as of blood, and in realization the 
parting asunder of body and soul.. Yet all 
that way He had never once looked back. 
God h^s watched Man live and die, as man, 
obedient in all. Humanity, though all un- 
► !'<i owing, lias One at last of liar %ons, Who 
haB won in His own right the heritage of 
creation — that perfect intercourse of God and 
man that was lost j*s .early as the dream of 
E^en and has never been won back before. ^ 
God, in His Holiness and Justice and Purity, 
iTSiiSL found Ohe upon Whom He can befl^ eyes 
of delight, among the sons o$ men. # The 
separation of sin is annulled in jEsus*Christ. 
The jiragic, age-lcng wounding of ‘God is 
paralleled jn the. wounding of fhe Son of 
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r Ma*i; trod and Man have corjpaon ground- 

ill J ex im. At-one-menHs implicitly attajned. 
The veil of the temple," hiding the Mercy ' 
Seat, rends from top to bottom. The victg^y , 
of loneliness is complete, g and Jesus crie$, 
as He cried when a littl$. Jewish boy in the*^ 
cradle, Father , into Thy Ilandf I commend j 
My Spirit | 

* We have already thought liow impossible it* 
is to resolve, ultimately, the mystery of owr 
redemption into a series of simple profit sj~*; 
tipns, but the l^ey to. very much is^no^r in our 
handft God did not cease to lov^ through 
the weary centuries, any more than 
ceases to shine behind the clouds, but •there 
was a veil between us and Him. It was a 
veil composed of man’s will, of man’s will 
first sinful, and then, at the best, so weakened 
by sin that that will could never will with 
unsinful strength. God, humanly, speaking, 
could only have torn down that veil as the * 
result of the destruction of will, that is pf 
man as man ; but on Calvary the veil was 
torn, from our side, Jby the perfect sinless 
Human Will, the Will of Jesus Christ. Sin 
was punished, too, in the death of Jesus, 
because sin is its own punishm’ent, ihfljeis 
its own paiiKi and in Jesus it was sin that 
inflicted every pain because of sin-. SoBie- 
bow, thero, the Sacrifice that was to be t suffi- 
cient atonement for the a sii\ of , the whole 
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• world was 4^id on the altar for e.verl Snd ill 
that delivered* the Past, the FutJL^ w 

\ guaranteed too, 1>e^ause in Jesus tile bridge 
. ^as laid across the gulf that separates earth 
and heaven. 

* 0 One though 4 , th^p, as we close. Our for- 
giveness is^nade possible by that Sacrifice, 
but attained by a^union with the Sjymficed. 

• There hak to be acceptance of the one. 
a^qjyjrejaent of^he other. Forgiveness had 

Won, and we have to be made for- 
givable— two things JThit eternally in one. 

. The grejjJ; Sacrament of the Altar is the 
. dfaqffilT realization of the two, for there for- 
giveness is* made possible by the offering of 
tfi.p Lain!) of God , Mho taketlf away the sins of 
the world , and there, by the eating of the 
Flesh, and the drinking of the Blood, which 
is true no 'at and tru, drink for eternal life , 
union witlj the Saviour is consummated, and 
% that union we are saved. ^Only One— 
upiqu* and lonely — has ever passed the 
swords which guard the Gate of Paradise 
and entered Heaven as a conqueror by right, 
and only he can follow who is accepted in the 
Beloved One. Here is the reconciliation of 
tig old fight between Faith and Works, 
though God knows there has been no fight 
wbSre the Sacrament of the Altar has" been 
undisputed. “ Frith ” it is which carries us 
to the altar in the person of our representative 
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^he fc Initaan priest, and faith wjriel? breaks* 
'tae and lifts the Lamb 4 of God before 
the eyes^of the Father Works” it is 
which draws our faltering footsteps to the 
altar rail to consume the ^Heavenly Bread^ 
and sends them out renewed with the strength ' 
of the altar fire. And the One § great Agejdt, 
Himself $he Victim and Himself the Priest/ 
^¥ho has done all and Who is ih all and, 
over all, to Whom is the e^rnal glgry, 
dominion, is the Lonely Man. 


THE END 


rRINlll> BT WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 
IAIN DON AND BFCCLK8. * & * 








